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Tenotum hoc aliis ile novavit opus. Ovid. 
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T He Life of Ovid being already writen is 
| 
| 


mw mw nn mn my ny” nu__ m___—_ 


our Language before the Tranſlation of 
bs Metamorphoſes, I will not preſume ſo 
far upon my ſelf, to think I can add any 
thing tro My. Sandys his undertaking. The En- 
liſh Reader may there be ſatisfied, that he flou- 
;j,"d in the Reign of Auguitus'Czfar, that he 
as Extratted from an Antiem Family of 
'oman Knights; that he was born to the In- 
Veritanceof a Splendid Fortune, that he was de- 
fian'd to the Study of the Law ; and had made 
ER 3 Cons 
281. 
IA # 
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gueſtion'd in a Poet. 


The PREFACE to 


conſiderable progreſs in it, before he quitted that 
Yrofeſſion, {or thu of Poetry, to which he was 
more naturally form'd. The Cauſe of hu Baniſh- 
ment #u unknown ; becauſe he was himſelf unwil- 
ling furthey to provoke the Emperour, by aſcri6- 
ing it to any other reaſon, than what was preten- 
ded by Auguſtus, which was the Laſciviouſneſs 
of hu Elegtes, and his Ayt of Love, 'Tis true 
they are not to be Excus'd in the ſeverity of 
Alanners, as being able to Corrupt a larger Ems- 
pre, if there were any, thanthat of Rome ; yet 
thu may be ſaid in behalf of Ovid, that no man 
has ever treated the Paſſion of Love with ſo 
much Delicacy of Thought, and of Expreſſion, 
or ſearch'd into the nature of it more Philoſophi- 
cally tha» he. And the Emperour who Con- 
denin'd him, had as little reaſon as another man 
to puniſh that fault with ſo much ſeverity, if at 
leaſt he were the Authour of a certain Epigram, 
which « aſcrib'dto him, relating to the Cauſe of 
the firit Civil Way betwist himſelf and Mark 
Anthony the Triumvir, which is more fulſome 
than any paſlage T have met with in our Poet, 
To paſs by the naked Familiarity of his Expreſſi- 
ons to Horace, which are cited in that Authours 
Life, T need only mention one notorious Act of 
hu intaking Livia to his Bed, when ſhe was not 
only Married. but with Child by her Husband, 
then living, But Deeds, it ſeems, may be Juſli- 
fied by Arbitrary Power, when words are 
There ts another gheſs 0 


!5e Grammarians, as far from truth as the firſt 
from 


OVID's EPISTLES. 
from Reaſon; they will have him Baniſþ'd for 


ome favours, which they ſay he yeceiv'd from 
Julia, the Daughter of Auguſtus, whom they 
think he Celebrates under the Name of Corinna 
in his Elegies: but he who will obſerve the hor go 
which are made to that Miſtreſs, may gather 
from the whole Contexture of them, that Corin- 
na was not a Woman of the higheſt Quality : If 
Julia were thew Married to Agrippa, why 


Y ſhould our Poet make his Petition to 16s, for 


her ſafe Delivery, and afterwards, Condole 
her Miſcarriage; which for ought he knew 
might be by her oun Husband ! Or indeed 
how duriF he be ſo bold tomake the leaſt di- 
ſcovery of ſuch a Crime, which was no leſs than 
Capital, eſpecially Commutted againff a Per- 
ſon of Agrippa's Rank ? Or if it were be- 
fore her Marriage, he would ſurely have been 
more diſcreet, than to have publiſh'd an Ac- 
cident, which muſt have been fatal to them 
both. But what moſt Confirms me again(!{ this 
Opinion is, that Ovid h:mſelf complains that 
the true Perſon of Corinna was found out by 
the Fame of his Verſes to her : which if ut 
had been Julia, he durſt not have owwn'd ; and 
befides, an immediate puniſhment m iſt hve fol- 


low'd, He ſ(eems himſelf more truly to have 
tauch'd at the Cauſe of his Exile in thoſe vb- 
feure Verſes, | 


Cur aliquid vidi, cur noxia Lumiaa fgci ? Ec. 


R 4 Name- 


The PREFACE #- 
Namely, that he had either ſeen, - or was 
Conſcions to ſomewhat, which "bad pro- 
car'd bir his diſgrace. But neither am I 
ſatisfyed that #h1s was the Inceff of the _ 
rour with his own Daughter : For Auguſtus 
was of ajNature 100 Vindicative to Have con- 
tented himſelf with ſo ſmall a Revenge, or 
fo unſafe to himſelf, as that of ſimple Baniſh- 
ment, and would certainly have ſerur'd his 
Grirmes from publick notice by the death of 
him who was witneſs to them. Neither 
have Hiſtories given ns any ſight into [ſuch an 
Aion of this Emperour: nor would he ( the 
greateſt Polititian of his time, ) in all proba- 
bility, have manag'd his Crimes with ſo lit- 
ile ſecreſie, as not to ſhun the Obſervation of 
any main. It ſeems more probable that Ovid 
was either the Confident of ſome other paſſi- 
on, or that he ha1 ſtumbled by ſome tnadver- 
tency upon the privacies of Livia, and ſeen 
her in a Bath : For the words 


Nudam fine veſte Dianam, 


gerce better with Livia, who had the 
Fame of Chaſtity, than with either of the 
Julias, <who were both noted of Incontinen- 
oy. The firſt Verſes which were made by him 
in his Touth, and recited publickly, according to 
the Cuſtom weve, as he himſelf aſſures us to Co- 
rinna : hzs Bamſhment happen'd not till the Age 
of fifty ; from which it may be deduC'd,, with pro- 
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bability enough, that the love of Corinna, did 
not occaſton it: Nay he tells us plainly, 
that his offence was that of Errour only, not 
of wickedneſs: and in the ſame paper of 
erſes alſo, that the cauſe was notoriouſly 
known at Rome, though it be left ſo obſcureto 


| after Ages, 


But to leave Conjettures on a Jubjett ſo 
incertain, and to write ſomewhat more Au- 
thentick of this Poet : That he frequented 
the Court of Auguſtus, and was well receiv d 
in it, # mo? undoubted: all hu Poems bear 
the Charafter of 2 Court , and appear to be 
written 4s the French call zt Cavalierement : 
Add to this, that the Titles of many of hu 
Elegies, ' and more of hu Letters in his Bamſh- 
ment, are addreſs'd to perſons well known to 
us, even at this diſtance, to have been conſide- 
rable in that Court. 


Nor was hs acquaintance leſs with the fa- 
mous Poets of bis Age, than with the Noble- 
men and Ladies ; he tells you himſelf, in a 
particular Account of his own Life, that 
Macer, Horace, Tibullus, Propertius, and ma- 
ny others of them were hu famitkar Iiends, 
and that ' ſome of them communicated their 
Writings to him : but that he had only ſeen 
Virgil, 


Jj 
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If the Imitation of Nature be the buſineſs 
of a Poet, I know no Authour who can juſt 
be compar d with ours, eſpecially in the Deſcri- 
ption of the Paſſions. And to prove this, 1 
ſhall need no other Fudges than the generality 
of his Readers : for all Paſſions berng inborn 
with us, we are almost equally Fadges when 


we are concern'd in the repreſentation of them :1 


Now I will ”__ to auy man who has read 
this Poet, whether he find not the natural 
Emotion of the ſame Paſſion in himſelf, which 
the Poet deſcribes in hu feign'd Perſons? His 
thoughts which are the Piftures and reſults 
of thoſe Paſſions, are generally ſuch as natural- 
ly ariſe from thoſe diſorderly Motions of our 
Spirits, Tet, not to ſpeak toopartially in bu 
behalf, T will confeſs that the Copiouſneſs of 
hs Wit was ſuch, that he often wyit too poin- 
tedly for his Subjett, and made his perſons 
ſpeak more Eloquently than the violence of 


their Paſſion would admit : ſo that he ts fre- | 


quently witty outlof ſeaſon: leaving ihe Imitation 
of Nature, andthe cooler diffates of his Tudg- 
ment, for the falſe applauſe of Fancy, Tet he 
lcems to have. found out thu Imperfeftion in 
his riper aze : for why elſe ſhould he com- 
plain that hu Metamorphoſis was left unfi- 
miſl/d ! Nothing ſure can be added to the 
Wit cf that Poem, or of the reſt : but many 
things ought to have been retrench'd; which 


I ſu; pole would have been the buſmeſs of his 
Age, 
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Age, 7 his Misfortunes had not come too faſt 
8M. 


upon But take him uncorreffed as he 
s transmitted to 15, and it muſt be acknow- 
ledg'd in (pight of hs Dutch Friends, the 
Commentators, even of Julius Scaliger himſelf, 
that Seneca's Cenſure will ffand good againſt 
him ; 


Neſcivit quod bene ceſflit relinquere : 


he never knew how to give over, when he had 
done well : but continually varying the ſame 
ſence an hundred wates, and taking up in a- 
nother place, what he had more than enough 
inculcated before, he ſometiqnes cloys hu Rea- 
ders inflead of ſatisfying them: and gives oc- 
caſion to hu Tranſlators, who dare not Cover 
him, to bluſh at the nakedneſs of their Father. 
This then is the Alliy of Ovids writing, 
which is ſufficiently recompenc'd by his other 


 Excellencys; may this very fault 1s not with- 
| out it's Beauties : for the moſt ſevere Cenſor 


cannot but be pleaſ'd with the prodigality of 
his Wit, though at the:ſ.ume time he could have 
wiſh'd, that the Maſter of it had been a bet- 
ter Menager, Everything which he does, be- 
comes him, and if ſometzmes he apfear too 
gay, yet there ts aſecret grucefulneſs of youth, 
which arccmpanies his, Writings, though the 


flaydaneſs and ſobriety of Age be wanting, In 


the moſt material part, which is the Condit, 
tis certain that he ſeldom has miſcarried : 


for 


The PREFACE to 

for if his Elegies be compar'd with thoſe of 
Tibullus, and Propertius his Contemporaries, 
it will be found that thoſe Poets ſeldom de- 
fizn'd before they writ; And though, the Lan- 
Fuage of Tibullus be more poliſh'd, and the 

earning of Propertius, eſpecially in his Fourth 
Book, more ſet out to oftentation : Jet their 
common prattice, was to look no further be- 


fore them than the next Line : whence it will 


inevitably follow, that they can drive to no 
certain point, but ramble from one Sub- 
jeff to - another , and conclude with © ſome 


what which is not of apiece with theiy begin= | 


711g: 


Purpureus late qui ſplendeat, unus & alter 
Alluitur pannus : As Horace ſays, 


though the Verſes are golden, they are but | 


paich'd into the Garment. But our Poet has 
always the Goal in his Eye, which divefts 
him in hu Race ; ſome Beautiful defign, which 
he firſt eſtabliſhes, and then contrives the 
means, which will naturally condut} it to hu 
end. This will be Evident to Tudicions Rea- 
ders in this work of hu Epiſtles, of which 
ſomewhat, at leaſt in general, will be expe- 


Hed, 


The 
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The Title of them in our late Editions « 
| Epiſtole Heroidum, The Letters of the Hes- 
roines- But Heinfius has Judg'd more truly, 
that the Inſcription of our Authour was bare- 
ly, Epiſtles; which he concludes from hy 
cited Verſes, where Ovid aſſerts thu work 
as his own Invention, and not borrow'd 
from the Greeks, whom ( as the Maſters of 
8 their Learning,) the Romans uſually 414 
E imitate, But it appears not from their wri- 
i ters, that any of the Grecians ever touch'd 
J upon thu way, which our Poet therefore juſt- 
$ ly has windicated to himſelf. 1 quarrel not 
$ at the word Heroidum, becauſe 'ty usd by Ovid 
S in his Art of Lover 


Jupiter ad veteres ſupplex Herozdas ibar. 


But ſure he coud not be guilty of ſuch an 
Overſight, to call his Work by the Name of 
Heroines, when there are divers men or He- 
roes, 4s Namely Paris, Leander, and Aconti- 
us, joynu'd in it. Except Sabinus, who writ 
ſome Anſwers ts Ovids Letters, 


( Quam celer c toto rediit meus orbe Sa- 
binus, ) 


I remember not any of the Romans who have 
ireated* this Subjeft, ſave only Propertius, 
and that but once, in his Epiſtle of Arethuſa 
to 


The PREFACE t 


to Lycotas, which is written fo near the 
Style of Ovid, that it ſeems to be but an 
Imitation, and therefore ought not to de- 
fraud our Poet of the Glory of his Inven- 


f10n. 


Concerning this work of the Epiſtles, T ſhall 

content my ſelf to obſerve theſe few particu-Þ 
lars. Firſt, that they are generally gramed 
to be the moſt perfef# piece of Ovid, aud that 
the Siyle of them u tenderly paſſionate and 
Courtly; two properties well agreeing with 
the Perſons which were Heroines, and Lo- 
vers. Tet where the Charatters were bower, 
45 in Oenone, and Hero, he. bas kept cloſe to 
Nature in drawing hu Images after a Coun- 
iry Life, though perhaps he has Romaniz'd 
his Grecian Dames too much, and made them 
ſpeak ſometimes as if they had been born in 
the City of Rome, and under the Empire 0 
Auguſtus. There ſeems to be no great vari- 
ey in_ the particular Subjefts which he has 
choſen : moſt of the Epiſiles being written} 
from Ladies who were forſaken by their Lo-Y 
wers : which is the reaſon that many of 
the ſame thoughts come back upon us in di-fer 
vers Letters : But of the general Charatter 
of Women which is Modeſly, he has taken 
a moſi becoming care; for his amorous Ex- 
preſſions go no further than virtue may alt- 
low, and therefore may be read, as he itt 
tended them, by Mutrons without a bluſh. = pl 

| ns 


OVIDs EPISFLES.: 


Thus much concerning the Poet : whom you 
nd tranſlated by divers hands, that you 
may at leaſt have that wariety in the En- 
liſh, which the Subjeft denyed to the Au- 
thour of the Latine. It remains that Tſhould 
ay ſomewhat of Foetical Tranſlations in ge- 
neral, and give my Opinion ( with ſubmiſſi- 
on to better Judgments ) which way of Ver- 
bon ſeems to me moſt proper. 


All Tranſlation I ſuppoſe may be reduced to 
heſe three heads. Ty 


Firſt, that of Metaphraſe, or turning an Au- 
hour word by word, and Line by Line, from 
me Language into another. Thus, or near this 
anner, was Horace his Art of Poetry tran- 
ated by Ben. Johnſon. The ſecond way is 
hat of Parap aſe, or Tranſlation with La- 
itude, where the Authour is kept in view 
the Tranſlator, ſo as never to be loſt, 
but his words are not ſo ſtrifly follow'd as 
bis ſenſe, and that too is admitted to be am- 
blyfied, but not alter'd. Such is Mr. Wal- 
rs pongns of Virgils Fourth Eneid. 
[he Third way ts that of Imitation, where 
enhe Tranſlator ( if now he has not loſt that 
,x-MName ) aſſumes the liberty not only to vary 
al-From the words and fence, but to forſake 
in-Fhem-both as he ſees occaſion : and taking 
ply ſome general hints from the Origenal, 
un to 


The PREFACE! 
to run diviſion on the ground-work, as he 
pleaſes. Such is ' My, Cowleys prattice in$* 
turning two Odes of Pindar, and one of Ho-M" 
race znto Engliſh. , 

Concerning the firſt of theſe Methods, our Ma 


fter Horace has given uthis Cant ion, 


Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere, fidus 
Interpres — 


Nor word for word too faithfully tranſlate. As -- 
the Earl of Roſcommon has excellently render'd 

it. Too faithfully is indeed pedants all : tis 4 
faith like that which proceeds from Superſtiti- 
on, blind and zealous : Take it inthe Expreſſ®. 
on of Sir John Denham, 7a Sr Rich Fanſthaw, 
on his Verſion of the Paſtor Fido. 


That ſeevide path, thou nobly do'ſt decline, _ 
Of tracing word by word and Line by Line : 
A new and nobler way thou do'ſt purſue, 

To make Tranſlations, and Tranſlators too : 
They but preſerve the Aſhes, thou the Flame My. 
True to his Sence, but truer to his Fame, 
'Tis almoſt impoſſible to Tranſlate verbally, andy, 


well, at the ſame time ; For the Latin, ( a moſ 
ſevere and Compendious Language) often _ 
ti 
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os that we ont word, which either the Barba: 
rity, or narrowneſs of modern Tongues can- 
wo ſapph it moye. wn fone alſo that the Cons 
ceit is conth'tl in forme lon, which will be 
loſt in Engliſh. 


Atque ixdem Venti vela fidemq; ferent. 


what Poet of our Nation is [o happy 4s to ex xpreſs 
this thought Literally in Engliſh, and ys 


Wit or almoſt Senſe out of it ? 


; nw the Verbal Gopyev is incumber'd<wvith 
— Ta F at once, that he can never dif: 

YO. gon He « to confider at 

he [ame A the thought of bis Authour,and his 
s, and to find out the Counterpart to each in 
her Language : vw befedes this he 68 19-60n- 


Wire bineſelf to Fhe compaſy of Numbers, and the 
avery NL _ 


—_— like darct 
d Leges 92% | 
o ae Cntr the racefulneſs o noe 
ke a Bot and when "we Pra 
les we a yr 7s has a fooliſh Task ; for no 
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into 4 er for 

- | bf fo ing without wa ; 
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Gif reals feovet bien Howe'ir 0 aOreek Poet: 
Brevis cl habofo, odſcurus fio. 
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either.perſprcutty or:gracefulne ſs will frequents 
be wantzng. Horace- has indeed paceyy js 
teſe Rocks in bs Tranſlation of the three firft 
Lives of Homers Odyiles, which he hasContras 
tred mito 1wo. | | + 
Dic mibi Muſa Virum captz poſt tempora Trojz 
Qut mores hominum multorum vidir & urbes. 


Muſesfpesk the man, who ſince the Siege of Troy, y Carb &f' 
So many Towns, fuch Change of Manners faw. þ woſerg 


But then the ſufferengs of Ulyſſes which ave nfl 
Conftderable part of that Sentence ure omitted; \\ 
at VY RYII 1 SAL £01 {\\ «i . {$468 0 
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The Conſederation of theſe difficulties, in a ſar 
vile, literal Tranſlation, mot long (qyce made two 
of our. famous MN its, Sir John Denham, and Mrj 
Cowley.,/o:contrive another way of taruing Mt 
tbours. into.our Tongue dll 'd by the latter: of it 
Imitation . As they were Freends, ſuppoſe 
Commungcated their thoughts on tba: Subjed 
e x bother, and therefore thesr reaſons for.gtia 
Litile diffterent:though #he-prattice of one s59nnchÞhe 
more moderate. Take Imitation of.an:tuthourÞr.: 
in their ſenje to be an -tndeavour of. ' a later Poiſſta 
et $0. Br ite like one who has written before him he 
on the {ame Subjett inthat $54 not.to Tranſlate. hain 
words,.or to be Confir'd to hu Senſe, but only to (etÞro 
bim as a Patern, and to write,: as be ſuppoſes, Yan 
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that Axthour would have done; had. hefivd ih 
our: Age; and in our Conmtry. Tet 1 dave nor ſay 
that ether: 'of them have\carried thu tlibeftine 
way of rendrang Authours( as My,Cowley tiHy 
it)-ſo far as my Definition reaches, "For'sn the. 
Pindarick Odes, the Cuſicms and Ceremonies of. 
e | Ancient Greece are flill preſert'd: but Fknowhot 
what — may ariſe hereafter from the 'Ex-: 
ample of ſuch an Innovation, when writeys of: 
eB equal parts io him, ſhal! imitate ſo bokd arr -nns; 
deriaking,to add andio drmmyh what we pleaſe; 
which # the way avow'd by him, ought only to be 
granted io My. Cowley, and" that too only mis 
rauflatron of Pindar, becauſe-he alone wat\able 
.\fio make him amends, by giving him better of hy 
own,when ever he refus'd hu Authours thoughts.” 
\EPindar 4 generally known to be a dark writer, to 
ee wont Connexion, T mean as to our underſtanding) 
Wo :foar out of ſight, and leave hs Render at a 
ri Gaze : So wild and ungovernable a Poet cannot 
te Tranſlated literally, hu Genius ts too-ſirong to 
Mbear'« Chain, and Sampſon like he ſhakes it off 
Gents fo Elevated and ' unconfin'd' 282 My. 
oCowley's, was but necefſary to'make Pmdayſpeat' 
Engliſh, and that was tobe perform 4 by v0 v- 
chFÞ ber way than Imitation. Butif Virgil or Ovid; 
ar ruany regalay intelligible Authours be thus 18'd, 
oats wo longer tobe call A therr wor kgwhen nerther. 
mJ bethoughts nor words are ar.rwn from the Ors- 
penal : but in(tead of them there u ſomething new 
ſ[erproduc'd, which is nlmoſt the creation of anvvher 
es, and." By this way*tu true; ſomewhat thatys\ 
1at 4 2 Excel- 


” - —_” Lie . Þ2J —— _D—_—Y 


% 


The PREFAGHE to 
be twoented 
{I IO qe des ib prom ne drone 


on: _ ah Mew pag Lo rope 


zoe fo wn, 
9178-11 Wh Pr iſo ed th bis ex 
11s ndt alwways that a man will betontthted 


to bave'a Pre ©? made him, whin' he- ws 
tht Pam a Debt. To flate ir fairly; 
an Authotr is the _— Os Way 
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bt Vit 1 es than LE tek bo | 
3 Reaſon for brs Tnunovation, in his  odhwr able 
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The "PREFACE #9 
of an Authouy, generally (peaking, is #0 be Sacrediii 
and inviolable, \ If the Fancy of Ovid 6e-luxuri« 
ant, "tis his:Charatter to be ſo, nnd if I retrench 
it, he is no longer Ovid. It will be replyed that 
he : receives advantage by this lopping of his ſw« 
perfiuous branches, but I rejoyn that a Tran 

tor has noſuch Right : whena Painter \ Copies 
from the life, I ſuppoſe he has no priviledge to 
alter Features,and Lineaments, under pretence 
that. his Pifture will look better : perhaps the 
Face which he has drawn would be more Exats, 
:f-the Eyes, or Noſe were alter'd, but 'tis bis bus: 

feneſs to make 1t reſemble the Original,  Intewo 
Cafes only. there may a [eeming- difficulty. ariſe, 
that 4, if the thought be notoriouſly trivialor di« 

(honeft ; But the ſame Anſwer will ſerve ot ; 

both, that then they ought not 10 be Tranſlated, 


*" 
ac. 


Ay | Erque — 
Deſperes tracata niteſcere poſle, retinquas« 


Thus I have wventur'd tagive my Opinion on 
this.. Subjeft againſt the Authority of {wo great* 
man, but I hope without offence to either of their 
Memories, for I both lowd them long, andvew 
verence them now they are dead, But if after 
what T have urg'd, 1t be thought by better Jud: 
ges that the praiſe of a TranſlatronConſifts in ad- 
ding ntwy Beauties tothe piece, thereby to rtrom- 
pence the lofi which it lufatns by change of Lan- 
guage, I ſhall be willing to be taught better, and 
ſorecant. Inthe mean tume it ſeems tome, that 

the 


- 
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he true reaſon why we ory 0 pre Verſions 
hich are tolerable, _—_ the too cloſe 
perſuing of the Authoxrs t becauſe theye 
Bare fo few who have all iv bong which are 
equiſite for Tranſlation : and that there s (& lit- 
#7 er ſe and ſo ſmall Encouragement for [o-con- 
terable a pay of Learning. | 


T- 


Db apply in ſhort, what has FI» ſaid, totbis 
preſents Tonk, the Reader wilt here find moſt of 
7M 9.7 Tranſlations, with ſome little Latitnde or 
Ruari ation from the Authours Sence : That of Oe 
one'fo Paris, is :n My. Cowleys way of Initas 
ton only, Twas defir'd oo hat the Atit hour 
35 of the Fair 5h underſtood not Latine. 
BBut if ſhe does nor, + T am afraid fhe has given ws 
ccaſion to be aſbantd-pho do. . 


— i For: my otos part I am ready to acknowledge 
hi 1 have iranſgreſs'd the Rules which T hive 
riven ; and taken more libertythan a juſt Tranſ- 


on ation will allow. "Bat fo ry Gentlemen whoſe 
Wit and Learning-arexwell known, being\Joyn'd 

ixp1 it, 1 doubt not thety $i With 

ew ſnake you ample Satufaftion iy wb 

er 
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SAPHOP 


——_— 


— 


4 * 


-BAPHO®PHAON: 
$ BY THE 
7 HONOURABLE 


BARONE T. 


—_— 


———_— 


The ARGUMENT. 


e Poeteſs Sapho forſaken by her Lover Phaon 

( who was gone from Lesbos to Sicily ) and 
ol reſolved, 1 Deſpair, to Drown her ſelf, | 
dof writes thu Letter to him before Jhe Dies. 


21 

4 6 

n Hile Ph.20n to the flaming Atna flies, 
2 | Conſum'd with no leſs Fires poor Sapho 


( dies. 


Z74Þþurn, I burn, like kindled Fields of Corn, 
14 OfÞÞcn by the driving Winds the flames are born. 
B My 
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My Muſe and Lute can now no longer pleaſe, 
They are th* Employments of a mind at eaſe. 
Wandring from thought to thought I fit alone 
All dav, and my once dear Companions ſhun. 
In vain the Les4:anu Maids claim each a part, 
Where thou alone haſt ta'ne up all the heart. 

* Ahlovely Youth | how can'ſt thou cruel prove, 
When blooming years and beauty bid thee love? | 
If none but equal Charms thy heart can bind, 
Then to thy ſelf alone thou muſt be kind, 

Yet worthlcſs as I am, there was a time 
When Phaon thought me worthy his Eſteem. 


A thouſand tender things'to mind | call, 


Delighted with the Muſick of my Tongue, 
Upon my words with ſilent Joy he hung, 


\ 


] 

B 

For they who truly Love remember all. F 
T 

O 


And ſnatching Killes, ſtop'd me as I ſung, 
. Kiff 


Kill 
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eee — 


{ m— 


I Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch, his Soul did move, 


$ The earneſt of the coming joyes of Love. 


Then tender words,ſhort ſighs, &thouſand charms 


| Ot wanton Arts endear'd me to his Arms; 


Till both expiring with tumultuous Joys, 
A gentle faintneſs did our Limbs ſurprize. 


Beware, S:c:/ian Ladies, Ah! beware 


& How you receive my faithleſs Wanderer. 


You too will be abus'd, 1t you believe 

The flattering words that he ſo well can give._. 
Looſe to the Winds Llet my flowing Hair, 

No more with fragrant ſcents perfume the Air, 
But all my Dreſs diſcovers wild Deſpair. 

For whom alas ! ſhould now my Art be ſhown ? 


The only Man I car'd to pleaſe is gone. 


FYOh let me once more ice thoſe Eyes of thine, 


Thy Love I ask not, do but ſuffer mine. 
B 2 Thou 
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—— 


Thou might'ſt at leaſt have ta'ne thy laſt farewel, Þ 
And feign'd a ſorrow which thou didſt not feel. F 


No kind remembring Pledge was ask'd by thee, 
And nothing left but Injuries with me. 

Witneſs ye Gods, with what a Death-like cold | 
My heart was ſeiz'd when firſt thy flight was told. | 
Speechleſs and ſtupid for a while lay, 1B 
And neither words,nor tears could find their way. B/ 
But when my ſwelling Paſſion forc'd a vent, | 
[1 
Like ſome ſad Mother through the Streets I run, c 
1 


Expos'd to all the World my felt I ſee, 


With Hair diſhevel'd, Clothes in pieces rent ; 


Who to his Grave attends her only Son. 


Forgetting Vertue, Fame, and all but thee ; \r 
So ll alas! do Love and Shame agree ! | 
*Tis thou alone that art my conſtant care, - \r 


In pleaſing Dreams thou comfort'ſt my Deſpair ; 
And De 
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Saks mr 
el, And mak'ſt the night, that does thy form convey, 


Welcome to me above the faireſt day. 
> Then 'ſpight of abſence I thy Love enjoy, 
In cloſe embraces lockt, methinks, we lye ; 
| IThy tender wordsI hear, thy Kiſſes feel, 
1d. With all the Joys that ſhame forbids to tell. 
But when I waking miſs thee from my bed, 
Ly. JAnd all my pleaſing Images are fled ; 
The dear deluding Viſion to retain, 
l lay me down, and try to ſleep again. 
0, Poon as I riſe, I haunt the Caves and Groves 
{ Thoſe conſcious ſcenes of our once happy loves) 
here like ſome frantick Bacchanall walk, 
\nd to my ſelf with ſad diſtraQtion talk. 
hen big with grief I throw me on the ground, 
\nd view the melancholy Grotto round ; 
' ; Whoſe hanging roof of Moſs and craggy Stone 
id Delights my cyes above the brighteſt Throne, 
B 3 But 
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But whenlT ſpy the bank, whoſe graſfly bed 


Retains the printour weary bodies made, 
On thy forſaken ſide I lay me down, [ 
And with a ſhower of tears the place I drown. 


The Trees are wither'd aff ſince thou art gone, 


My wy md 


As if for thee they put their Mourning on. 

No warbling Bird does now with Muſick fill 
The Woods, except the mournful Ph:lomel. 
With hers my diſmal Notes all night agree, 

Of Tererws ſhe complains, andI of thee. 
Ungentle Youth ! did'ſt thou but ſee me mourn, 
Hard as thou art, thou would'ſt,thou would'ſt re- 
My conſtant falling tears the Paper ſtain,” (turn. 
And my weak hand can ſcarce direct my Pen. 
Oh could thy eyes but reach my dreadful ſtate, 
As now I ſtand prepar'd for ſudden Fate, 

Thou couldſt not ſee this naked breaſt of mine 
Datht againſt Rocks, rather than joyn'd to thine. 


Peace, 
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Peace, Sapho, peace ! thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs crys 
To one more hard thanrocks, more deat than ſeas. 
The flying Winds bear thy Complaints away, 
But none will ever back his Sails convey. 

No longer then thy hopeleſs Love attend, 

But let thy Life here with thy Letter end, 
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CANACE to MACAREUS: 
BY 
M- DKTDEN. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Macareus and Canace Son awd Daughter 
ts Kolus, God of the Winds, lov'd each 
other Inceſtuouſly : Canace was delivered o 
a Son, and committed him to her Nurſe, ti 
be ſecretly conveyd away. The Infant cry 
ing out, by that means was diſcover'd to Kolus 
who inrag'd at the wickedneſs of hu Children 
commanded the Babe to be expos'd to Will 
Beaſts on the Mountains : and, withal, ſent 
a Sword to Canace, with thu Meſſage, Tha 
her Crimes would inſtrutt her how to uſe it. 
With thu Sword ſhe flew hey ſelf : but befor 
ſhe died, ſhe writ the following Letter ti 
ber Brother Macareus, who had taken San 
ftuary in the Temple of Apollo. 


I. ſtreaming blood my fatal Letter ſtain, 


Imagine, ere you read, the Writer ſlain : 


S $$ ff > = edt ww WW SO 0 01 wm. o .* 4 


One hand the Sword, and one the Pen employs, ff T 
And in my lap the ready paper Iyes. i: 
Think 
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| Think in this poſture thou behold'ſt me Write: 
In this my cruel Father wou'd delight. 

O were he preſent, that his eyes and hands 
Might ſee & urge the death which he commands, 
Than all his raging Winds more dreadful, he 
Unmov'd, without a tear, my wounds wou'd ſee. 
Jove juſtly plac'd him on a ſtormy Throne, 

His Peoples temper is ſo like his own. 

The North and South, and each contending blaſt 


= Arc underneath his wide Dominion caſt : 


at Thoſe he can rule ; but his tempeſtuous mind 
Is, like his airy Kingdom, unconfin'd. 
'Y Ah! what avail my Kindred Gods above, 

That in their number I can reckon Jove ! 
What help will all my heav'nly friends afford, 
When to my breaſt 1 lift the pointed Sword ? 
That hour which joyn'd us came before its time, 


[ 


Wn death we had been one without a crime : 


= 


Why 
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A—— 


Why did thy flames beyond a Brothers move ? Bj 7 
Why lov'd I thee with more than Sſfers love ? 
ForT lov'd too ; and knowing not my wound, / 


A ſecret pleaſure in thy Kiſſes found : 


Du 


My Cheeks no longer did their colour boaſt, 
My Food grew loathſom, and my ſtrength I loſt: 


Still er'e I ſpoke, a ſigh wou'd ſtop my tongue ; 
Short were my ſlumbers, & my nights were long. Wc 


I knew not from my love theſe griets did grow, WV 


Yet was, alas, the thing I'did not know, Du 
My wily Nurſe by long experience found, Bu 
And firſt diſcover'd to my Soul its wound. V 


"Tis Love, ſaid ſhe ; and then my down-caſt eyes,K{\n 
And guilty dumbneſs, witneſs'd my ſurprize. T 
Forc'd at the laſt,my ſhameful pain I tell : 0 
And, oh, what follow'd we both know too well! 

* When halt denying, more than half content, My 


*Embraces warm'd me to a full conſent : V1 


© Then 
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Then with Tumultuous Joyes my Heart did 
beat, ; 


And guilt that made them anxious, made them, 
great. 


But now my ſwelling womb heav'd up my breaſt, 


\nd riſing weight my ſinking Limbs oppreſt. 


hat Herbs, what Plants, did not my Nurſe 
produce 


o make Abortion by their pow'rful Juice * 
hat Medicines try'd we not to thee unk!nown ? 
Dur firſt crime common ; this was mine alone. 
but the ſtrong Child, ſecure in his dark CelJ, 
Vith Natures vigour did our arts repell. 
\nd now the pale-fac'd Empreſs of the Night 
ine times had fill'd her Orb with borrow'd light: 
ot knowing 'twas my Labour, I complain 
'Df ſudden ſhootings, and of grinding pain :: 
y throws came thicker, and my cryes increaſt, 


Vhich with her hand the conſcious Nurſe ſup- 
preſt : 


To 
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To that unhappy fortune was I come, 

Pain urg'd my clamours ; but fear kept me dumb 
With inward ſtruggling I reſtrain'd my cries ; 

And drunk the tears that trickled from my eyes. þ 
Death was in ſight, Lucina gave no aid ; 

And ev'n my dying had my guilt betray'd. 0 


Thou cam'ſt; and in thy Count'nance ſate De-Þ' 
ſpair : 


Rent were thy Garments all, and torn thy Hair ;| 


Yet, feigning comfort which thou cou'dſt not 
give, 


( Preſt in thy Arms, and whiſp'ring me to live ) 


For _ our ſakes, ( ſaid'ſt thou ) preſerve thy 
IC 3 $ 


Live, my dear Siſter, and my dearer Wife. 


Rais'd by that name, with my laſt pangsI ſtrove: 


Such | wink have words, when ſpoke by thoſe we 
ove. 


The Babe, as if he heard what thou hadſt ſworn, 


With haſty joy ſprung forward to be born. 
, What 


FP £, 
"* 
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hat helps it to have weather'd out one Storm ? 
mb,Fear of our Father does another form. 
iphin his Hall, rock'd in a Chair of State, 
es. Whe King with his tempeſtuous Council fate : 
hrough this large Room our only paſlage lay, 
By which we cou'd the new-born Babe convey. | 
De-$wath'd,in her lap, the bold Nurſe bore him out ; 
ith Olive branches cover'd round about : 
Wand, mutt'ring pray*rs, as holy Rites ſhe meant, 
hrough the divided Crowd, unqueſtion*d, went, 
e) uſt at the door th' unhappy Infant cry'd : 
he Grandfire heard him, and the theit he ſpy'd. 
Swift as a Whirl-wind to the Nurſe he flyes ; 
\nd deafs his ſtormy Subjeas with his cries. 


ith one fierce puff, he blows the leaves away : 


xpos'd the ſelf-diſcover'd Infant lay. 
he noiſe reach'd me, and my preſaging mind 


0, 
00 ſoon its own approaching woes divin'd. 


Not 
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Not Ships at Sea with winds gre ſhaken more, 


Nor Seas themſelves, when angry Tempelts roat 


s 
»7 


Than I, when my loud Fathers voice I hear : 


The Bed bencath me trembled with my fear. 


He ruſh'd upon me, and divulg'd my ſtain ; 


Scarce from my Murther cou'd his hands refrain. 
I only anſwer'd him with filent tears ; 
(fears 
They flow'd; my tongue was frozen up witt 
His little Grandchild he commands away, 

To Mountain Wolves, and every Bird of prey, 
The Babe cry'd out, as if he underſtood, 

And beg'd his pardon with what voice he cou'di 


By what expreſſions can my grief be ſhown ? 


(Yet you may gueſs my anguiſh by your own ) 


To fee my bowels, and what yet was worſe, 


Your bowels too, condemn'd to ſuch a Curſe ! 


Out went the King ; my voice its freedom found 


My breaſts I beat, my blubber'd CheeksI wound. 
Anc 


F » V., 
FS - f dv. 
.* 
= 
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. 
'Y 


\nd now appear'd the Meſſenger of death, 


roafWad were his Looks, and ſcarce he drew his 

Breath, 

To ſay, Tour Father ſends yu———( with that 
word 


in, Is trembling hands pfeſented me a Sword : ) 


Tour Fathey ſends you thu : and lets you know 

[hat your own Crimes the uſe of it will ſhow. 

oo well I know the ſence thoſe words impart : 

is Preſent ſhall be treaſur'd in my heart. 

\re theſe the Nuptial Gifts a Bride receives ? 

u'd{\nd this the fatal Dow'r a Father gives ? 

hou God of Marriage ſhun thy own diſgrace ; 

| ) @ndtake thy Torch from this deteſted place : 
ſtead of that, let Furies light their brands ; 

! {ndFire my pile with their infernal hands. 


ith happier fortune may my Siſters wed ; 


arn'd by the dire Example of the dead. 


- 


i Hobs 22i4-- adi Kee. - 
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Perform his Funerals with paternal care. 


— 


For thee, poor Babe, what Crime cou'd the 


pretend ? 


How cou'd thy Infant innocence offend ? 


A guilt there was ; but oh that guilt was mine / 
Thou ſuffer'ſt for a {in that was not thine. 

Thy Mothers grief and Creme / but juſt enjoy's 
Shown to my-ſight, and born to be deſtroy'd / 
Unhappy Off-ſpring of my teeming Womb / 
Drag'd head-long from thy Cradle to thy Tomb; 
Thy unoffending life I could not ſave, 

Nor weeping cou'd I follow to thy Grave / 

Nor on thy Tomb cou'd offer my ſhorn Hair ; 
Nor ſhow the grief which tender Mothers bear. 
Yet long thou ſhalt not from my Arms be loſt, 
For foon I will o're-take thy Infant Ghoſt. 

But thou, my Love, and now my Love's De 


ſpair, 
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he 


is ſcatter'd Limbs with my dead body burn ; 
nd once more joyn us in the pious Urn. 

f on my wounded breaſt thou drop'ſt a tear, 
e / Fhink for whoſe ſake my breaſt that wound did 
nd faithfully my laſt defires fulfill, CR 


s I perform my cruel Fathers will. 


ar. 


PHILLIS 
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PHILLIS :s DEMOPHOONT 
BY | 
M-*- E D. FOEL#R =: 


| 


The ARGUMENT. 


Demophoon who was Son to Theſeus and P 
dra, in returning from the Trojan War : 
to hu own Country, was by a Tempeſt driv 
upon the Coaſts of Thrace ; where Phillis, w 
was then Queen of Thrace, entertained him 
and Marryed him. When he had ſtaid witl 
her ſome time, he heard that Meneſtheus ww, 
dead ( who after he had Congquer'd Theſeu 
had Tſurp'd the Government of Athens) ani 
under pretence of ſetling hu own Aﬀairs, 
went to Athens, aud promiſed the Queen, that 
he would come back againin a Mouth, Ihe 
he had been gone four Months, and that ſb , 
had heard no News of him, ſhe writes hi 
ths Letter. 


VY Ou've gone beyond your time, and ough 


a 4A; 


s > Ao Bf. 4A. 


(to give 
So kind a Wife as Phills leave to grieve. 


You promis'd me you would no longer ſtay, dl 
Thea till the firſt full Moon ſhould light yeur way 


Thrict 


'v 
hd 


PHILLIS*» DEMOP HOOK. 19 


IIS — 


VN & Tlirice did it ſince its borrow'd light renew, 
And thrice has chang'd, but not ſo much as you. 

» YDid you the Dates, and Hours, and Minutes tell, 

—As Phils does, and they that love ſo well, 

ou'd ſay,'twere time to weep ;your ſorrows too. 

ould juſtifie thoſe Tears ſhe ſheds for you. 

till did I hope, and thought you'd ſtill be here ; 


e hardly can believe thoſe things we fear, 

ow *tis too plain, and ſpight of Love and you, 

muſt both fear it, and believe it too. 

low oft did I deceive my ſelf, and ſwore, 

ſaw your Ship juſt making to the Shore ? 

hen Curs'd thoſe Friends I thought had caus'd 
your ſtay, 

1ghFould you were half ſo innocent as they. 

ve. Þmctimes I fear'd, by foaming billows toſt, 

du might be Shipwrack'd while you ſought the 

Coaſt ; 


C 2 And 


» 
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And griev'd t'have injur'd whom [I —_— 
I beg'd that pardon, I'd refus'd to you. 
Then, cruel Man ! did I the Gods implore 

To let you live, though I ne're ſaw you more. 
When I a favourable Gale eſpy'd, 

He comes, if he's alive, he comes, I cry'd. 

And thus my love {till ſought fome new pretence 
And I grew Eloquent in your defence. 

Yet thou avoid'ſt me ſtill, nor dol fee 

Thoſe promiſes thou madſt to Heaven and me. 
* But thy falſe Vows, alas! were all but Wind, 

* Thy vows and wiſhes made: the gale more kind 
© They fill'd your Sails, and you were forc'd away 
*By the fame wiſhes, which you made to ſtay, 


_ What havel done, but lov'd to an excels ? 


You'd not been guilty hadT lov'd you leſs. 


My only Crime is, loving you too well, 
But ſure ſoine Merit 1n that Crime docs dwell. 
Where) 


/ 
i 
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here's now your Faith ? and where's the Love 


you bore ? 


here are the Gods by whom you fallly ſwore ? 


here's Hymen too,who joyn'd our tender years? 


e bid me Love, and baniſh'd all my Fears. 


ou ſwore by th' ſwelling billows of the Main, 


nceMVhich oft you'd tried, and would yet truſt again, 
ather than ſtay with me, though much more 
kind, 


ae. Wnd conſtant too, than are the Seas or Wind. 


d, ou ſwore by th* Mighty Ruler of the FlooJ, 
ind ie heavnly Author of your Royal Blood ; 
vayM't crea God had any thing to do 
y, Þ one ſo falſe, and ſo unkind as you. ) 
ou ſwore by Venzzs, and the fatal ſteel 
t thoſe proud Darts, which too too much I feel ; 
nd by great 7uno, whoſe reſiflleſs Art 
[. Fave thee my Hand, when I had giv'n my Heart. 


C3 Thou 
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Thou ſwor'ſt ſo much, that if each God ſhould be 
Juſt, to revenge his injur'd ſelf and me ; 
Such numerous miſchiefs on thy head would fall, 
Thou'dſt not have room enough to bear them all, 
Diſtracted I, as if Pad fear'd your ſtay, 


Repair'd your Ships to hurry you away. 
What haſte you wanted, my curs'd care ſupply'd, 
Oars to your Sails, and Current to your Tide. 
Thus was 1 falſly by my ſelf betray'd, 

And periſh by the wounds my hands have made. 
I fooliſhly believ'd all th* Oaths you ſwore, | 
The Race you boaſted, and the Gads you bore. 
Who could have thought ſuch gentle words er'e 
Upon a treacherous, deluding Tongue ? Ly 
| ſaw your tears, and I believ'd them all, 
Can they lye too, and are they taught to fall ? 
Whar needed all that numeraus Perjury ? 


One was enovgh to her that lov'd like me. 


Pme 


Wy & p< 
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I'me not aſham'd I did your Ships recetve, 

And your own wants did carefully relicve ; 

I, E Thoſe Debts I ought you on 8 nobler ſcore, 

ll. MF But then, 'tis true, I ſhould have done no more. 
All I repent, is that I baſely ſtrove 


T'increaſe your welcom by a Nuptial Love.' 


hat night that uſher'd in th'unhappy day, 
hich did me to your guilty Love betray ; 
wiſh that fatal Night had been my laſt; 
ThenT had died, but then I had been Chaſt. 


hop'd you were, 'cauſe I deſerv'd you, True, 


EC. 
e. Wit a Crime to wiſh what is our due ? 
ereWTis ſure no mighty Glory to deceive 
OY tender Maid, ſo willing to believe. 


y weakneſs does but heighten your offenc >, 


ſou kindly ſhould have ſpar'd my innocence. 
ou've gain'd a Maid that lov'd you, and may't be 
our greateſt Priſe, and only Vifory. 

Cs May 
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May your proud State rais'd by this ſucceſs, 


Shame your great Father, 'cauſe his Crimes were 
And when late ſtory ſhall of Tyrants tell, (ek 
And by whom Jcyron, and Procruſtes fell ; 
The Centaurs flight, the Thebans Over-throw, 
Who 'twas durſt force the diſmal Shades below ; 


Then for your Honour ſhall at laſt be ſaid, 


Here's He, who by a wretched wile betray'd 
A Loving, Innocent, Believing Maid. 

Of all thoſe As we in your Father knew, 
His Treachery alone remains 1n you, 

What only can excuſe the 1//s you do, 

You both Inherit, and Admire it too, 

He Ariadne did betray, but ſhe 

Enjovs a Husband mightier far than He. 

But the ſcorn'd Thractans my Embraces ſhun, 
'Cauſe I from them into thy Arms did run. 
Let her, they cry, to learned Greece be gone, 


We'l 
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We'll find a Monarch to ſupply the Throne. 

Thus all we do depends on an ill Fate, 

Which does for ever on th'unhappy wait ; 

But may that Fate all his beſt thoughts attend, 

Who Judges others AfFions by the end. 

For ſhould'ſt thou ever bleſs theſe Seas again, 
They'd praiſe that Love, of which they now 

| complain. 

Then would they fay, What could ſhe bettey do 

Both for her ſelf, and for hey Kingdom too? 

But I have err'd, and thou'rt for ever fled, 

Forget'ſt my Empere, and forget'lt my Bed, 

Methinks, I ſee thee ſtill, Demophoon, 

Thy Satls all hoiſted, ready to be gone. 

When boldly thou didſt my ſoft Limbs embrace, 

And with long Kiſſes dweltr'ſt upon my Face ; 

Drown'd in my Tears, and in your own you lay, 

And curs'd the Winds that haſtn'd you away. 

Then 
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Then parting cry'd ( methinks I hear thee ſtill ) 
Phillis 7// come, you may be ſure I will, 

Can I exped that thou'lt er'e ſee this Shore, 
Wholeftit it that thou ne*re mightſt ſee me more! 
And yetI beg you'd come too, that you may 

Be only guilty in too long a ſtay. 


What dolI ask? thou by new Charms poſleſs'd, | 


Forget'ſt my £:ndneſs on another Breaſt ; 
* And better to compleat the Treachery, - 
© Swear'ſt all thoſe Oaths, which thou haſt broke 
And haſt (falſe Man) perhaps forgot my Name, 
And ask'ſt too, who am, and whencel came ?_ 
But that thou better maiſt remember me, 

Know, thou ungrateful man, that I am ſhe, 
Who when thou'dſt wander'd all the Ocean ore, 
Harbour'd thy Ships,and welcom'd thee to Shore, 
Thy Coffers {till repleniſh'd from my own, 

And to tht height a Prodigal was grown, 


I gave 
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| þ gave thee all thou ask'dſt, and gave tb faſt, 
I gave my ſelf into thy power at laſt ; 
I gave my Scepter, and my Crown to Thee, 
WA weight too heavy tobe born by me, 
Where Hezmms does his ſhady head diſplay, 
3 And gentle Hebey cuts his Sacred way, 
So great's the Empire, and fo wide the Land, 


3 


Scarce to be govern'd by a Womans hand, 


{he whom Fate would not ſuffer to be chaſt, 
hoſe Nuptals with a FunralPomp were grac'd; 
» Whril cries diſturb'd us midſt our ſwifteſt joyes, 
\nd our drawn curtains trembled with the noiſe, 
hen cloſe to thee I clung, all drown'diin tears, 
\nd ſought my ſhelter where I'd found my fears. 
\nd now while others drown their care in fleep,}. 
run toth' barren Shore, and Rocks to weep, 
\nd view with longing eyes the ſpac'ous Deep, 
All 
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All Day and Night I the winds courſe ſurvey, 


Impatient till I find it blows this way, 

And when afar, a coming Sail I view, 

I thank my Stars, and I conclude 'tis you. 
Then with ſtrange haſt I run my Love to meet, 
Nor can the flowing Waters ſtop my Feet. 
When near, I grow more fearful than before, 
A ſuddain trembling ſeizes me all or'e. 


And leaves my body breathleſs on the Shore. 


Hard by, where two huge Mountains guard the | 
way, 

There lies a fearful, ſolitary By. 
Ott I've reſolv'd, while on this place P've ſtood, 
Tothrow my ſelf into the raging Flood, 
Wild with Deſpair, and I will do it ſtill, 

© "Since you continue thus to uſe me 1ll. 
And when the kinder Waves ſhall waft me ore, 
May'ſt thou behold my Body on the Shore 


Unburyed 


PHILLIS'!?DEMOPHOOMN. 29 


——— 


m—— = JU —_— 


Unburied lie ; and though thy Cruelty 
Harder than Stone, or than thy ſelf ſhould be, 
| Yet ſhalt thou cry, aſtoniſh'd with the ſhow, 
_ Phillis, 1 ww45 not to be follow'd ſo. 
Raging with Poiſons wouldI oft expire, 
And quench my own by a much happier Fire. 
Then to revenge the loſs of all my Reſt, 
2 Would ſtab thy Image in my tortur'd Breaſt. 
I or by a Knot (more welcom far to-me 
he Þ Than that, falſe Man, which I have tyed with 
thee, ) 
Strangle that Neck, where thoſe falſe Arms of 
thine | 
With treach'rous kindneſs us'd fo oft to twine. 
And as becomes a poor unhappy Wite, 
Repair my ruin'd Honour with my Life. 
When we can once with our hard Fate comply, 


Tis eafie then to chuſe the way to die. 
ed | Then 
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Then on my Tomb ſhall the proud Cauſe be read, 
And thy fad Crime till live, when I am dead! 
Poor Phillis dy*d, by him ſhe lov'd oppreſs'd, 
The trueſt Miftriſs, by the falſefF Gueſt. 

He was the cruel cauſe of all hey woe, 

But hey own hand perform'd the fatal Blow, 


HYPER M- 
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WRIGHT. 


The ARGUMENT. 


EDanaus, King of Argos, had by ſeveral Wives 
* Fifty Daughters, hu Brother Kgiptus as ma- 
* ny Sons. Danaus refuſing to Marry his 
| Daughters to his Brothers Sons, was at laſt 
: compelled by an Army. In — he com- 
| mands his Daughters each to Murder her 
 Husband on the Wedding Night. All obeyd 

but Hypermneſtra, who a FP iſe her Husband 

Linus to eſcape, + for whic + ajterwards 

e 


impriſoned and put in Irons, ſhe writes this 


Epiſtle. 


O that dear Brother who alone ſurvives 
( lives, 
Of Fifty, late, whoſe love betray'd their 


I 
| 


'rites ſhe that ſuffers in her Lords defence ; 
nhappy Wife whoſe Crime's her Innocence ! 
ror 
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For ſaving him I loy'd, I'me guilty call'd : 
Had I been truly fo, I'de been extoll'd. 

Let me beguilty ſtill, ſince this they ſay 

Is Guilt, I glory thus to diſobey. 

Torments nor Death ſhall draw me to repent : 
Though againſt me they uſe that Inſtrument 
From which I ſav'd a Husbands dearer life, 
And with one Sword kill Linus in his Wite ; 
Yet will 1 ne're repent for being true, 

Or bluſh t'have lov'd : that let my Sſters do: 
Such ſhame, and ſuch repentance is their due. 


I'm ſeiz'd with terror while I but relate, 


And ſhun remembrance of a Crime I hate * 


The frightful memory of that dire night 
Encrvates ſo my hand I ſcarce can write. W 
How cr'e I'le try. With Ceremony gay, las 
Juſt at the fall of Night, and riſe of Day, f 


Th 
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The wicked Siſters were in triumph led, 

AndI among 'em, to the Nuptial Bed. 

The Marriage Lights as funeral Lamps appear, 
\nd threatning Omens met us every where. 
Hymen they call : Hymen neglets their Cryes : 
Nay 7und too from her own Argos flyes, Cfind 
Now come the Bridegrooms, high with wine, to 
Something with us more lov'd than Wine,behind. 
ull of impatient Love, careleſs, and brave, 

hey ſeize the Bed, not ſeeing there a Grave. 
hat follow'd ſhame forbids me to expreſs ; 

But who ſo ignorant as not to gueſs? 

ow their tyr'd Senſes they to ſleep commit, 

\ ſleep as ſtill as Death ; ah, too like it ! (dyed; 
was then methought I heard their groans that 
las! *twas more than thought ! I terrified 

yy trembling,cold,and without power to move, 
that dear Bed which you had made me love. 


D While 


h 
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While you in the ſoft Bonds of Sleep lay faſt, c 
Charm'd with the joys of love;then newly paſt:pÞ « 
Fearing to diſobey, I riſe at laſt, c 
Witneſs ſweet heavens, how tender was the ſtrife « 
Betwixt the name of Daughter and a Wife. c 
Thrice o're your breaſt, which did ſo lately joyn || « 
In ſuch an Extaſie of love to mine, | c\ 
I rais'd the pointed Steel to pierce that part, | J 
But ah! th'attempt ſtrook nearer my own heart, | J 
My Soul divided thus, theſe words, among 8 c 
A thouſand ſighs, fell ſoftly from my tongue. ||. x 
© Doſt thou not heed a Fathers awful will ? D 
* Doſt thou not fear his power ? On then, and kill} W/ 
* How can I kill when I conſider who ? T! 
*Can I think death? againſt a Lover too | Tl 
* What has my Sex with Blood and Arms to do! Yo 
* Fye, thou art now by Love to Shame betray'd} 'T; 
* Thy Siſter-Brides by this have all obey'd. Dr 
Witi 
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* With Shame their Courage and their Duty ſee : 


© If not a Daughter,yet a Siſter be. 
* No, I will never ſtrike : If one muſt dye 
cl © Linus ſhall live, and my death his ſupply. 
* What has he done, or I, what greater ill ? 
| | *For bim todye, andI, much worſe, to kill ? 
! © Were he as guilty as my Father wou'd 
* Preſent him, why muſt I be ſtain'd with bloud? 
UF *Poinards and Swords ull with my Sex agree : 
| * Soft Looks, and Sighs of Love, our weapons be. 
; As Ilamented thus, the tears apace 
| Dropt from my pitying eyes, on thy lov'd face. 
I. While you, with kind & amorous Dreams poſleſt, 
Threw careleſly your dear arm o're my breaſt, 


There thinking to repeat Joys lately known, 


Your hand upon my Sword was almoſt thrown. 


'Twas time tocall, nor longer I torbore, 
Dreading the Days approach, my Fathers more. 
D'z Wake 
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Wake Linus, wake, I cry'd ; O quickly wake, V 
Or ſicep for ever here ; Th'alarm you take, Sc 


Start up : ask twenty queſtions in one breath : W 


To all T anſwer thus Delay 1s death ; Fr 
Fly while 'tis dark, and ſcape eternal night. In 
While it was dark you made a happy flight : Fo 
I ſtay'd to meet the terrors of the Light. In 


With day my Father comes, the dead to view; Þ C: 


And finds the diſmal Sum one ſhort, by you. Sai 
Enrag'd to ſee his treachery betray'd , {WI 
By his command I'me thus in Fetters laid. Gr 
Is this reward due to my Love from Fate ? He 
Ah, wretched flame !' Paſſion unfortunate ! Wh 
Since 15 ſuffer'd under 7und's Rage, Is 2 
Nothing that Rival'd Goddeſs can allwage. Ad 
Tivunhappy Miſtreſs of the mighty Zove Bot 
Chang'd to a Cow, a form unapt for Love, Yet 
Ca 


Views 
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Views in her Fathers ſtreams her heads array, 
Sees her own horns, and frighted, ſtarts away. 
When ſhe wou'd ſpeak, ſhe lows : and equal icars 
From her own ſelt ſurprize her eyes and ears. 

In vain to looſe the frighttul ſhape ſhe tries, 

For 16 follows ſtill where [6 flies. 

{ In vain ſhe wanders over Lands and Seas ; 

| Can ſhe find Cure whoſe ſelf is the Diſcaſe ? 
Sadly ſevere the change in her appear'd, 

| Whoſe Beauty. ove has lov'd, and 7a tear'd. 

| Graſs and the Springs her food and drink ſupply ; 
Her only Lodging's the unſheltring Sky. 

What need I urge Antiquity ? my fate 

Is a freſh inſtance of the Goddeſs hate, 

A double ſtock of Tears by me are ſpilt 

Both for my Brothers death, and Siilers guilt. 
Yet, as if that were ſmall, theſe Chains arrive, 
Cauſe I, alone, am guiltleſs, you alive. 


DD 3 Þut, 
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But, my dear Lord, if any thought you have 
Or of the Love, or of the life I gave: 


If any memory with you does laſt, 


Or of the Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 

Now, Linus, now ſome help to her afford 
Who wants the Liberty ſhe gave her Lord. 
If life forſake me e're I you can ſee, 


And death, before my Linus, ſet me free, 


- a” + * 4” a4 Wy © oh id; ** 44, ><? A (os ww; C5 : 
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Yet my unhappy Earth from hence remove ; 


And give thoſe Obſequies are due to Love, 
When I'me inter'd I know ſome tears will fall - 
Then let this little Epitaph be all. 
Here lies a Love Compleat, tho hapleſs wife, 
Who catch't the Death aim'd at her huſbands 
life. ; 
Here I muſt reſt my hand, tho much remains, 


'Tis quite difabled with the weight of Chains. Ib © 


ARTADNE 
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| The ARGUMENT. 


Minos, King of Creet, by a ſharp Wary,compelld 
the Athenians, (who had treacherouſly fl,un 
: hu Jon Androgeos, ) to ſend yearly ſeaven 
| " young men,and as manyVirgins to be devonr'd 
by the Minotaure ; a Monſter begotten by a Bull 
upon hs wife Paliphae, while he 5.75 engaged 
in that Warr. The Chance at lait fell up on 
Theſeus to be ſent among thoſe youths; who, by 
the Inflrufions of Ariadne, eſcaped out of the 
Labyrinth,after he had k:IÞd the Minotaure , 
and,together with her, fied to the Iſle of Naxos. 
ls But, being commanded by Bacchus, he forſook 
her,while ſhe ſlept. When ſhe awaked and found 

W berſelf deſerted, ſhe writes thu Letter. 


( feard; 
m_ ſavage Beaſts more fierce, more to be 


Expos'd by Thee, by Them I yet am ſpar'd! 


E D 4 Theſe 
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Theſe Lines from that unhappy Shore I write 1 
Where you forſook me in your faithleſs flight; Þ E 
And the moſt tender Lover did betray, Þ 
While lock'd in ſleep, and in your Arms ſhe lay. |; 


ſ : 
When Morning-dew on all the Fields did fall, |J1 


And Birds with early Songs for day did call ; ; T 

ThenI, half ſleeping, ſtretch'd me tow'rds your RO 
place, A 

And ſought to preſs you with a new embrace : 

Oft ſought to preſs you cloſe, but ſtiltinvain; IT 

My folding Arms came empty back again. 

Startled, I roſe, and found that you were gone, | 

Then on my widow'd Bed fell raging down : FI 

Beat th2 fond Breaſt, where, ſpight of me, you 2 
dwell, N 


And tore that hair, wh:ch you once lik'd ſo well. LI 


Dy the Moons light I the wide Shore did View, ſ; 


127 all was Deſart, and no ſight of you, 


T l1:n 
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{ Then every way, with Loves mad haſt I fly, 
But ill-my feet with my deſires comply ; 
| Weary they ſink in the deep yielding Sands, 
| | Refuſing to obey ſuch wild Commands, 
| To all the Shore of Theſes T complain, 
; The Hills and Rocks fend back that Name again. 
ur ROft they repeat aloud the mournful noiſe, 


JAnd kindly aid a, hoarſe and dying voice. 


Tho faint yer ſtiff impatient, nextT try 
To climb a rough ſteep Mountain which was 
nigh : 
My furious Love unuſual ſtrength ſupply'd : ) 
From thence, caſting my eyes on every ſide, 
ou IF ar off the flying Veſſel Teſpy'd. 
n your ſwell'd Sayls the wanton winds did play ; 
11. & They Court you fince they ſee you falſe as they.) 
,, Bfaw, or fancy'd that I ſaw you there, 


ind my chill Veins froze up with cold deſpair, 
N | Thus 
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[ 
(But you are deaf, deafas the Winds, or Sea!) M4 
T 


In loud and doleful ſhrieks I tell the reſt, Y: 


And with freſh Fury wound my hated Breaſt. 


Thus did I languiſh, till returning Rage 


In new extreams did my fir'd Soul engage. 


Theſeus, I cry, perfidious Theſens ſlay ! 


Stay your falſe flight, and let your Veſſel bear 


Hence the whole number which ſhe landed here! 


\ 
Then all my ſhining Ornaments I tear, ( Air, 
And with ftretch'd Arms wave them 1n fon. \ 
That you might ſee her whom you could nol b 
hear. Bo 
But when out of my ſight the Veſlel flew, Þ , 
And the Horizon ſhut me from the view ; 
From my ſad eyes, what floods of tears did fall: Bn 
(Till then Rage would not let me weep at all.) Wut 
Still let them weep, for, looſing ſight of you, 
Tis the whole buſineſs which they ought to dogeal: 


Lik 
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Like Bacchus raving Prieſts ſometimes 1 go : 
With ſuch wild haſt , with hair diſhevel'd ſo. 
Then on ſome craggy Rock fit ſilent down, 


) As cold, unmov'd, and ſenſleſs as the Stone. 


To our once happy Bed I often fly : 

re3(No more the place of mutual Love and Joy.) 

Sce where my much lov'd Theſes once was laid, 

And kiſs the print which his dear Body made, 

cre we both lay, I cry, falſe Bed reſtore 

y Theſeus, kind and faithful as before, 

brought him here, here loſt him while I ſlept. 

ow well, falſe Bed, you have my Laver k 'pt / 

; © Alone and helpleſs in this Deſert place 
The ſteps of Man, or Beaſt I cannot trace. 

ll: BDn every ſide the foaming Billows bear, 

) Wut no kind Ship does offer a retreat. 


nd ſhould the Gods ſend me ſome lucky Sail, 


doF-alm Seas, good Pilots, and a proſperous Gale : 
| Wet 
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Yet then my Native Soil I durſt not ſee, BY 
Bur a ſad Exile muſt for ever be. 


From all Gretes hundred Cities I am curſt : 


From that fam'd Iſle where Infant Fove was nurlt.F 
Crete T betray'd for you, and, what's more dear, 1 
Betray'd my Father, who that Crown does wear:|Þ" 
When to your hands the fatal Clew I gave, h 


(ſafe, 
Which through the winding Lab'rinth led yougpr 


Then how you lov'd, how eagerly embrac'd, 
How oft you ſwore, by all your dangers paſt, 
That with my life your love ſhould ever laſt/ n\ 
Ah, perjur'd Theſes, I thy love ſurvive, n 
if one forſaken and expos'd does live. 
Had you ſlain me, as you my Brother ſlew, nv 
You'ad then abſolv'd your ſelf from ev'ry Vow. 
Now both my preſent Grief denies me Reſt, 
And all, that a wild Fancy can ſuggeſt 

(2! Y.eadtul Ills to come, diſtracts my Breaſt. 


Pc'or 


ee a a a ee i _ Y 
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Before my eyes a thouſand deaths appear, 


live, yet ſuffer all the deaths I fear. 


Sometimes I think that Lyons there do go, 
{And ſcarce dare truſt my fight that 'tis not ſo, 
magine that fierce Wolves are howling there, 


r:|\nd at th' imagin'd Noiſe ſhrink up with fear. 


| [hen think what Monſters from the Sea may riſe, 
2 Ir fancy bloudy Swords before my eyes. 

ut moſt I dread to be a Captive made, 

nd ſee theſe hands in ſervile works imploy'd. 
nworthy my Extraction from a Line 

n one (ide Royal, and on both Divine: 

nd,( which my Indignation more would move ) 

nworthy her whom Theſes once did love. 


v, BIf tow'rds the Seal look, or tow'rds the Land, 


jects of horror ſtill before me ſtand. 
vr dare | look tow*rds Heaven , or hope to find 
dfrom thoſe Gods who chang'd my Theſeus's 


'Or mind. It 
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If Beaſts alone within this {land ſtay, | 
Behold meleft to them a helpleſs Prey ! | 
If Men dwell here, they muſt be Savage too, 
This Soyl, this Heaven made gentle Theſens ſo. 

Would Athens never had my Brother ſlain, ( 


lor for his paid ſo many lives again. 
Nor tor his paid fo many 1 g MG 


Would thy ſtrong Arm had never given the- 
Which ſtruck the doubtful Monſter to the grount 
\ 


| 


Nor [ had given the guiding Thred to Thee, 
Which, to my own deſtruction, ſet Thee free. 
Let the unknowing World thy Conqueſt praiſe, #1 
It does not Ar:adnes wonder raiſe : 


So harda Heart, unarm'd, might ſafcly ſcorn 


The ftrength and ſharpneſs of the Monſters hon 


It Flint or Steel could be ſecure of wound, 


No room tor tear could in that Breaſt be found. 
Curlt be the ſleep which ſeal'd theſe eyes ſo fal 


Curſt, that begun, it did not ever laſt ! Th 
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For ever curſt be that officious Wind, 


Which fild thy Sayls, and in my ruin joyn'd! 


Curſt hand which me, and which my Brother 
kill'd 1 | 

(With what Misfortunes our ſad Houſe 't has 
fill'd !) 


WAnd curſt the Tongue, which, with ſoft words, 


betray'd, 
\nd empty Vows, a poor believing Maid / 
leep, and the Winds againſt me had combin'd 
fe, Wn vain, if perjur'd Theſeus had not joyn'd, 
Poor Ariadne, thou muſt periſh here, 


Breath out thy Soul in ſtrange and hated Air, 


or ſee thy pittying Mother ſhed one Tear : 


ant a kind hand which thy fix'd eyes may cloſe, 


\nd thy ſtiff Limbs may decently compoſe. 


hy Carcaſs to the Birds muſt be a Prey. 


I us Theſens all thy Kindneſs does repay / 


” Mean 
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Mean while to Athens your ſwift Ship does run; 
There tell the wondring Crowd what you have 


How the mix'd Prodigy you did ſubdue, (done. 


- - BE __ an -” mos 


The Beaſt and Man how with one ſtroke you flew, 
Deſcribe the Labyriath, and how, taught by me, 
You ſcap'd from all thoſe perplext Mazes free. 
Tell,in return, what generous things you*ve done; 
Such Gratitude will all your Triumphs Crown / 
Sprung ſure from Rocks,and not of human Race! 
Thy Cruelty does thy great Line diſgrace, 
Yet couldſt thou ſce, as barbarous as thou art, 'M, 
Theſe diſmal looks, ſure they would touch thy: 
heart. 

You cannot ſee, yet think you ſaw me now 
Fix'd to ſome Rock,as if I there did grow, 

And trembling at the Waves which roul below. 
Look cn my torn, and my diſordred hairs, "EN 
Look on my Rob: wet through with ſhow'rs ol 
: With 
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With the cold blaſts ſee my whole body ſhakes, 


eWAnd my numm'd hand unequal Letters makes. 


c WI do not urge my hated Merit now , 


But yield,this once,that you do nothing ow. 


neither ſav'd your Life, nor ſet you free; 

Yet therefore muſt you force this death on Me ? 
\h!ſee this wounded Breaſt worn out with ſighs, 
\nd theſe faintArms ſtretch'd to the ſeas & skics. 
dee theſe few hairs yet ſpar'd by Grief and Rage, 
Some Pitty let theſe flowing Tears engage. 


Turn back, and, it I'me dead when you return, 


=” 
K_CY 


'W'ct lay my Aſhes in their peaceful Urn. 


HERMIONE 


oO 


HERMION 
ORES FEES 


— 


Hermione, the Daughter of Menelaus and Hele- 
na, was by Tyndarus her Grandfather (to 
whom Menelaus had committed the govern 
ment of his Houſe when he went to Troy) con B 
tratted toOreſtes. Her Father Menelaus,nd 
knowing thereof, had betroth'd her to Pyt- 
rhus. the Son of Achilles, who returning fron F 
the Trojan Wars, ftole her away. Whereupo 
ſbe writes to Oreſtes as follows. BL 


| —OP Oreſtes,this with health to you, 


From her that was your Wife & Coſin too; 


| 

| 
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T 

H 


Your Cofin ſtill, but oh / that dearer Name 
Of Witc another now does falſly claim, 
What 


nat 
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What Woman can, I have already done, 
Yet I'm confin'd by rough Ach:Hes's Son. 
With much of Pain, and all the Art I knew, 


I ſtrove to ſhun him, yet all wou'd not do. 


| Stand off ſaid T, foul Raviſher, take heed, 
My injur'd Husband will revenge thus deed ; 
; Yet he more deaf then angry Tempeſts are, 


| To his loath'd Chamber drag'd me by the hair. 


Had Troy till ſtood, had every Greczan Dame 
Become a Prey to th' haughty Vidors flame, 
What cou'd I more have ſuffer'd then I do ? 

Far more then poor Andromache e're knew. 
But oh my Dear / if, as I have for thee, 

Thou haſt a tender care, or thought for me, 


Come bravely on, and as rob'd Tygers bold. 


Snatch me half murder'd from this Monſters hold 


Can you purſue each petty Rober's life, 
And yet thus tamely looſe a Raviſh't wife ? 


EF 2 Think 


% 
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Think how my Father Menelaus rag'd 

For his loſt Queen, think what a War he wag'd, 
When pow'rful Greece was in hiSCauſe engag'd. 
Had he ſat quietly, and nothing try'd, 

As once ſhe was, ſhe'd ſtill been Pars Bride. 
Prepare no Flect, you will no Forces need, 

By you, and only you, I wou'd be free'd. 

Not but wrong'd Marriage is a Cauſe alone 
Sufhcient for th' ingaging World to own. 
Sprung from the Royal Pelopean line, 

You are noleſs by Blood then Marriage mine,- 
Theſe double Ties a double Love perſwade, 
And each ſufficient to deſerve your Aid. 

I to your Arms was by my Guardian given, 
The only Bliſs I wou'd have beg'd from Heaven. 


But that unknown (O my unhappy Fate / ) 


My Father gave me to the Man I hate. 
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Juſt were thoſe Infant Vows to you I made, 
But this laſt At had all thoſe Vows betray'd. 
1.) BToo well he knows what 'tis to be in Love, 
How can he then my Paſſion diſapprove ? 
Since Love himſelf has felt, he will, nay muſt 
Allow this Paſſion in his Daughter juſt, 
I>4y Fate reſembles my wreng'd Father's Caſe, 
And Pyrrhaus is that Thief that Pars was, 
et my proud Goaler the brave deeds run o're, 
Count all the Laurels his great Parents wore, 
hate*re his cou'd, yours greater did, & more. 
Let him claim Kindred with ſome God above, 
ou are deſcended from the Mighty Jove. 
Erave as you are, I wiſh "twere underſtood 
en. Þy ſomething elſe, then by Agy/thus Blood ; 
Wet you are innocent, Fate drew the Sword, 


y\nd a religious Duty gave the word, 


[uſt E 3 With 
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With this the Tyrant does my Lord diſgrace, 'H 


And what's ſtill worſe, dares do it to my Face: Þ H 


Whilſt burſt with Envy, I am forc'd to be Hi 
Rack't, and tormented with his Blaſphemy. By 
Shall my OreFes be abus'd, and I Ho 
As one that's unconcer'nd (it careleſs by ? Shi 
No, though diſabled, and of Arms bereft, I { 
Yet as a Woman, I have one way left, | Yo 
Tears can ſhed, ſuch as will yield relief He! 


To my ſick Mind, choakt with exceſs of grief; | He: 
For when the big-charg'd Storm hath lo its Mo 
It ſighs it ſelf into a ſilent ſhowre. ( power, 
ThisI can do, whilſt by each other preſt 

The dewy Pearls run trickling o're my breaſt. 
But how ſhou'd I this fatal woe eſcape ? 

All our whole Race was ſubje toa Rape : 

I need not tell, how in ſoft Feathers dreft, 


The wanton God his ſofter Nymph poſleſt ; 


| How 
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| How through the deepin unknown ſhips convey'd 
| Hippodame was from her Friends betray'd ; 

How the fair Tyndars by force detain'd, 

By th'* Amyclean brethren was regain'd, 

How afterwards by all the Grecian Power 

| She was brought back from the 14-27 ſhore, 

| [ ſcarce remember that ſad day, and yet, 

| Young as I was, I do remember it, 

| Her Brothers wept, her Siſter to remove 

Her Fears, call'd on the Gods, and her own Jove, 
Mother, ſaid I, in a weak mournful Tone, 

Will you be gone, and leave me here alone? 

When you are gone, why ſhou'd T ſtay behind? 

All this I ſpoke, but ſpoke it to the wind, 

Now like the reſt of my curſt Pedigree, 


By this loath'd Wretch I am detain'd from Thee. 


he brave Achilles wou'd have blam'd his Son, 
Nor,had he liv'd, wou'd this have e're been done. 
E 4 He 
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He ne're had thought it lawful to divide | I 
Thoſe two, whom Marriage had fo firmly ty'd. WA 
What is't, ye Gods, that thus provokes your hate, | T 
Or what curs'd Star rules my unhappy Fate? RY 
Why amT plagu'd by your injurious power, ; P 
Rob'd of my Parents in a tender hour ? | H 
He to the war, ſhe with her Lover fled, 

Though living both, yet both to me were dead. | G 
No babling words half fram'd upon thy tongue dM 


Lull'd me to ſoft repoſe when I was young. A 
Your tender neck was ne're embrac't by me, Þ 
Nor ſat I ever ſmiling on your knee, A 
You never tended me, nor was I led | T 


By thee (dear Mother) to my Marriage-bed, 

At your return, I ſaw, but knew you not, IG 
So ſure my Mothers Face I had forgot. 19 
I gaz'd, and gaz'd, but knew no Feature there, Iv 


Yet thought 'twas you, cauſe ſo Divyinely fair. 
Such 
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Such was our Ignorance, even you alas / | 


(was, 
Ask'd your own Daughter, where your Daughter 


: © Thou, my Oreſtes, wert my ſole delight, 
Yet thee too I muſt looſe, unlefs you fight. 
Pyrrhus withholds me from thy Arms, that's all 
| Hermione has gain'd by 1/iums fall. 
Soon as the early Harbinger of day 
| F Guilds the glad Orb with his Reſplendent Ray ; 
«þ My GrieP's made gentler by th'approaching light, 
8 And ſome pain ſeems to vaniſh with the night ; 5 
{But when a Darkneſs o're the Earth is ſpread, 
{And I return all penſive to my Bed, 
| Tears from my Eyes , as ſtreams from Fountains 
. flow, 
| I ſhun this Husband, as I'd ſhun a Foe. 
{Oft grown unmindful through diſtractive Cares, 


I've ſtretcht my Arms, and toucht him unawares; 


Strait 
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Strait then I check the wandring Senſe, and fly [ 
To the Bed's utmoſt limits, yet I lye 

Reſtleſs ev'n there, and think I'm ſtill too nigh, 

Oft I for Pyrrhus have Oreſtes ſaid, 
But bleſt the Error which my Tongue had made, ; 
Now by that Royal God whoſe Frown can make 
The Vaſſal Globe of his Creation ſhake, | 
Th' Almighty Sire of our unhappy Race, 


And by the Sacred Urn that does embrace (boalt, | 
Thy Father's duſt, whoſe once loud blood may 
Thou in repoſe haſt laid his fleeping Ghoſt ; 

Ile either live my dear Oreſtes's Wife, 


My wu» hou 94 £5 


Or to untimely Fate reſign my Life. 


LEANDER ea 
b 


The ARGUMENT. 


ander accuſtomed nightly to ſwim over the 
Helleſpont to vi/ar Hero ( Priefleſs of Venus 
Temple) being at laſt hinder d by Storms from 
hu wonted courſe, ſends her the following 
Epiſtle. 


"y Eceive this Letter from Leander, fraught 
WithService,which he rather would have 
brought. 


(crown 


Read with a ſmile, -»---and yet, if thou wouldlt 


y wiſer wiſhes, read them with a frown. 
That 
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That Anger from thy Kindneſs will proceed, F 
*Cauſe of Leandey thou canſt only read. \ 
The Seas rage high, and ſcarce could we prevail 
With the moſt daring Mariner to fail. | 
Embarqu'd at laſt, and ſculking in the Hold, 
My ſtealth is to my jealous Parents told, 

As much too tim'rous they, as T too bold, 

I writ, ſince writing was my ſole relief, 

And or'e the dewy ſheets thus breath'd my grief. 
Bleſt Letter, go, my tendereſt thoughts convey 
To her warm Lip thy Signets ſhe will lay ; 

And with a Kiſs diſſolve thy Seals away, 


Sev*n tedious nights guiltleſs of ſleep I've ſtood, 


c 
Sigh'd with the winds , and murmur'd with thei: 
flood; Vl 

| (view, 
Then climbing th' outmoſt Clifts her Coaſt to 
My Tears, like Glaſſes, th' Obje@ nearer drew :W i 


lt 


by 
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By th'adverſe winds and waves detain'd on ſhore, 
My thoughts run all our former Pleaſures ore , 
l WAnd in ſoft Scenes of Fancy re-enjoy 
he bliſs that did our Infant Loves imploy, 
Twas night (a Curſe on the Impert'nent light 
hat pry'd & marr'd the Pleaſures of that night) 
hen firſt I ſwam theFord;while Cyzthia's beams 
Look'd pale, and trembled for me in the ſtreams. 
f, {My drooping Arms, in hopes they ſhall at length 
y 4 mbrace thy neck, feel freſh ſupplies of ſtrength. 
he wondring Waves to their new Fury yield, 
ot Tryton's faſter plow the liquid Field. 
2d, Soon on the Temples Spire your Torch I ſpy'd, 
the ixt like a Star my watry Courſe to guide ; 
Vhich Planet-like, ſhoots vigour through my 
t0 veins; 
w:W ic warmth of my Immortal Love ſuſtains 
i the cold Flood, Lifes periſhing remains. 
But 
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But now the gentleſt Star that bleſt my way 
Your bright ſelf on the Turret I ſurvey. 


Then with redoubled ſtrokes the Waves divide, We 
Ani 


But 
The 


Vit! 


And by my Heyo am at laſt'deſcry'd : 

Scarce could your careful Confident reſtrain, 
But you would plunge, and meet me in the Mair 
And made ſo far your kind Endeavours good, 
That Ankle deep on the Fords brink you ſtood, 
And ſeem'd the new ris'n Venus of theFlood, WM * © 


The ſhore now gain'd,to your dearArms I fley 


All dropping as I was with briny Dew ; we 


IE onfi 
Nor prov'd for that a more unwelcome Gueſt; 


Your warm lip to my bloodleſs cheek you preſhy -0 
Nox felt my Locks diſlilling on your Breaſt. 


Your haſty Robes are o're my ſhoulders throw! 


bur” 
"” 
To ſhroud my ſhivering Limbs you ſript you o_ 
Forgetting how your too officious Care, bh wg: 
Left Thee (my tend'reſt part) expos'd to Air. 
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The night, and we are conſcious to the reſt, 

Delights that ought not, cannot be expreſt. 

We knew ſhort ſpace was to our pleaſures ſet, 

And therefore lov'd not at the commoa rate. 

But th' utmoſt Fury of your Flames imploy'd, 

The Minutes flew leſs faſt then we enjoy'd. 

Vith ſuch diſpatch that nights dear joys we 

_ wrought, 

0 recollect would make an Age of thought. 

At length the ſickning Stars began t'expire, 
nd 1 with them am ſummon'd to retire. 
onfus'dly then we our Love-task diſpatcher, 

Wen thouſand kiſles in a Minute ſnatch, 
dur Women chid that I ſo long delay'd, 

u preſt me cloſe, then askt me why I ſtaid. 

Y ſtay you firſt reprov'd, and then my haſt, 

gr cry'd Farewel ; till you had claſpt me faſt. 


Day 
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Day broke e*re we our Am'rous ſtrife could end, 


Then fighing I to the cold Beach deſcend. 


Truſt me,theSea from your dearCoaſts ſeemſtcey, 
And all the way methinks I climb the deep. 
But when reviſiting your ſhores, I ſeem 
Deſcending till, and rather fall then ſwim, 
I loath my Native Soil, and only prize 
That Region where my Loves dear Treaſure lic 
_ Why is not Seſtos to Abydus joyn'd ? 8 
Since we united are in heart and mind. 
The ſame our hopes, our fears, and our deſires, 
Love is our Life, and one Love both inſpires. 
But ah! what Mis'ries on that Love attend, 
Whoſe Joys on humerons Seas and Winds « 
I by their quarrel looſe, forc't to delay (pe 
My tender Vilit,tull they end the Fray. 


When firſt I croſt theGulph,theDo/phins gaz 


The Sea-Nymphs fled, the Trytons were amaz! 
» ” 


. xl 
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But now no more I ſcem a Prodigy, 
But paſs for an Inhabitant o'th? Sea, 

And ſince my paſlſag: is by Storms withſtood, 
I'm nightly miſt by th' Brothers of the Flood. 
Oft have I curſt the tedious way, but oh ! 


I wiſh in vain that tedious paſſage now. 


eld me again, kind Floods, my tireſome way, 
Twas never half ſo tireſome as my Stay. 
luſt then my Halcion Love all Winter ſleep, 


ind ne'r launch forth into a troubled Deep! 


uſt I deſiſt my Homage to perform, 


\nd ſculk at home for ev'ry peeviſh Storm ? 


{ thus the Summer Guſts detaia my courſe, 


Fi 
vIN 


ow ſhall I through the Winter Surges force ? 


lbſence ev'n then I ſhall not long ſuſtain, 


ut boldly plunge into the raging Main : 

az nd if the ſwelling Floods not ſoon allwage, 

1a7 Wc make my boaſting good, and dare their rage. 
6 F My 
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My ventrous ſcape ſhall in your Arms be bleſt, ÞJ p,, 


Or if I'm loſt, my Anxious Love finds reſt. Loc 
The Waves at leaſt will do my Corps the grace (7 
To waft it to my wonted landing place : Wh 
Or of its own accord the Amorous Clay, Till 
Will thither float, nor looſe ſo known a way! FTh- 


I gueſs your Kindneſs will ev*n then perform, Lodg 
To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when Ang: 
Warm : 


Your ſelf diſmantling you will ſhroud me ore, \ 


And grieve to find your Boſoms warmth no 
more 

Have power , my vital Spirits to reſtore. 

If this ſad Fancy diſcompote thy Breaſt, 

Think *twas but Fancy, and reſume thy reſt. 


Invoke the Watry Pow'rs (thy Prayers at 


I 


| Charms) 
Taſſwage the Storm, and yield me to thy Arm 
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But when to your dear Manſion I arrive, 
Looſeev'ry Wind, and let the Tempſt drive. 
'Twill give my ſtay pretence, nor can you chide, 
Whilſt Thunder pleads ſo loudly on my (ide. 

'Till then permit this Letter to ſupply 

The Author's place, and in thy Boſome l[ye. 


Lodg'd in thy Breaſt, my Paſſion "twill imparr, 
And whiſper its ſoft Meilage to thy Heart. 


F 2 


\—_—_— —_ 
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The ſame Hand. 


w 


Excuſe my Paſſion it it ſoar above 


Ith ſuch delight I read your Letter ore, 


Your Preſence only could have giv'n me 


more, 


hi 


Your thougat;no Man can judge of Womans love. w; 


With Bus'neſs you, or Pleaſures may ſuſtain er 
The Pangs of Abſence, and divert the Pain. 


The 


_ 
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The Hills, the Vales, the Woods, and Streams are 
ford 

With Game, and Profit with Delight afford. 

Whilſt Gins for Beaſts,& Snares for Fowl you ſet, 

You ſmile, and your own amorous Chains forget, 

Ten thouſand helps beſides effet your Cure, 

Whilſt Womens ſole Relief is to endure, 

Or, with my Confident I hold diſcourſe, 

Debating what ſhould interrupt your Courle ; 


Or viewing from aloft the troubled Tide , 

ix in the Fray, and with the Tempeſt chide, 
Or in the Storms leaſt Interval ſuſpeR 
neYour ſtay, and almoſt charge you with negle&.” 
I ſeek your footſteps on the Sands in vain, 


he Sands no more confeſs thee than the Main, 


el watch th' arriving Barks, and never fail 


enquire of you, and write by every Sail, 


F 3 
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Still as the ſetting Sun reſtores the Night, 


(The Light to me more welcom than. the Night,) 

I fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 

Nor ſhines there any friendlier Star above. | 
Then with my Work or Book the time I cheat, | ( 
And *midſt the Task Zeander's Name repeat. | / 
My wedded Thoughts no other Theme purſue, Þ} / 
I talk a hundred things————but all of you. FT 
What think'ſt thou, Nurſe,does my Leandercome Þ T 


Or waits he till his Parents ſleep at home ?. A 
For he is forc't to ſteal his Paſſage there, A 
As nightly we by ſtealth admit him here. T! 
Think't Thou that now he ſtrips him in the Bay, 

Or is already plung'd, and on his way ? Bu 


Whilſt ſhe poor Soul with tedious watching ſpent, Þ Tt 
Makes half Replies,and Nodding gives Aſſent. | To 
At 
But 


Yet cannot I the ſmalleſt pauſe allow, 


But cry, he is launclt forth for eertain now. 
The! 


Y, 


nt, 


et 
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Then ev'ry Moment through the Window peep, 

With greedy Eyes examin all the Deep ; 

And whiſper to the Floods a tender Prayer 

In your behalf, asf I *ſpy'd you there. 

Or to beguile my Griefs my Ear incline, 

And take each gentle Breezes Voice for Thine; 

At laſt ſurpriz'd with ſleep in Dreams I gain 

That Bliſs for which I wak't ſo long in vain. 

Toſhroud you then my ſhoulders I diveſt, 

And claſp you ſhivering to my warmer Brealt ; 

A Lover need nat be inform'd the Reſt. 

Theſe Pleaſures oft my ſlumb'ring "thoughts im- 

ploy, 

But till th'are Dreams, and yield no ſolid Joy. 

Tho? ne're ſo lively the fruition be, 

To fill my Bliſs I muſt have.very Thee, 

At preſent I confeſs the Seas are rough, 

But were laſt Night compos'd, and calm enough, 
F 4 Why 
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Why did you then my longing hopes delay ? 
Why diſappoint me with a total ſtay ? 


Is it your Fear that makes my Wiſhes vain ? 


Whenrougher,you have oft engag'd the Main; 

If it be Fear, that friendly Fear retain. 

Nor viſit me till you ſecurely may; | 
Your danger would aftlict me more than ſtay. 
Dread every Guſt that blows, But oh | my Mind FF: 
Miſgives, leaſt you prove various as that Wind, 
If e're you change, your Error ſecret keep , 1 
And in bleſt Ignorance permit me ſleep. \ 
Not that I am inform'd y'are chang'd at all, 1 
But abſent Lovers fear what &re may fall. [ 
Detain'd by th' Floods, your ſtay I will not blame;FO 


But leſs I dread the Floods than ſome new Flame. 


Be huſht ye Winds, ye raging Billows ſleep, 1 
And yield myLove ſafe paſſage through the deep.T! 
\n 


Bleſ 


nd 
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Bleſt ſign, the Taper ſparkles whilſt I pray, 

A Gueſt i'th* Flame ! ZLeander's on his way / 
Our Houſhold Altar yields propitious ſigns, 

From which my Nurſe your ſwift approach di- 
The Crickets too of your arrival warn, On 
And ſay our number ſhall increaſe e're Morn. 
Come gentleYouth, and with thy preſence make, 
The glad Conjecture true ; the Day will break, 
And marr our bliſs, prevent the haſtning Morn ; 
Tome and Loves forſaken Joys return. 

My Bed without Thee will afford no Reſt, 


There is no Pillow like Leander's Breaſt. 


Doſt thou ſuſpect the time will be too ſhort ? 


me;FOr want thou ſtrength th'adventure to ſupport? 


me. Wt this detain thee, Oh! no longer ſtay, 


le plunge and meet Thee in the Flood half way. 


cep-ſhus in the verdantWaves our Flames ſhall meet, 


Bleſt 


ind danger make the ſoft Embrace more ſweet. 
Our 
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OurLove's our own,which yet we take by ſtealth V 
Like Midnight Miſers from their hidden Wealth.ſn 
*Twixt Decency, and Love unhappy made, Tl 
Whilſt Fame forbids what our Deſires perſwade YT! 
How art Thou nightly ſnatch't from me away. 


Todare the Flood when Saylers keep the Bay, 1 


Yet be advis'd thou Conqueror of the Tide, 
Nor in thy youthful Strength ſo much confide. 
Think not thine Arms can more than Oars pr 
Nor dare to Swim when Pilots fcar to Sail. 0 
With much Regret I cautiouſly perſwade, 


And almoſt wiſh my Counſel difobey'd. 


Yet when to the rough Main my Eyes I turn, 
Methinks I never can enough forewarn.. 

Nor does my laſt Nights Vihoa leſs affright, 
(Tho? expiated with many a Sacred Rite,) 
A ſporting Dolphin, whilſt the Flood retir'd, 
Lay bid 'th' Ooze, and on the Beach expir'd, 
Why 
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What er'e the Dream portend, as yet reſide 

bn the ſafe Port, nor truſt th? inconſtant Tide. 
The Storm (too fierce to laſt) will ſoon decay, 

&. Then with redoubled ſpeed redeem your ſtay. 

yYTill then, theſe ſheets ſome pleaſure may impart, 

hey bring what moſt you prize, your Hero's 


heart. 


| 
, Aj 


LAODAMIA 


LAODAMIA| 


PROTESILAUS. |. 


- 'B-Y 
THO. FLATMAN Efgh 


The ARGUMENT. 


Proteſfilaus Lying Windbound at Aulis, #n th 
Grecian Flees, deſign'd for the Frozan War, 
hu Wife Laodamia ſends thy following Epis 
file to Him. 


Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may 
H... Laodamia ſends, the Gods convey. 
The Wind that till in Au/z holds my Dear , 
Why was it not ſo croſs to keep Him here ? 


l 
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Let the Wind raiſe an Hurricane at Sea, 
\ Were he but ſafe and warm aſhore with me. 
Ten thouſand kifles I had more to give him, ,. . 
(him: 
Ten thouſand cautions, and ſoft words to leave 
In haſt he left me, ſummon'd by the Wind, 
The Wind to barbarous Mariners only kind). 


he Seaman's pleaſure, is the Lover's pain, 


I 


Protefilaus from my boſome tane ! ) 
\s from my faultring tongue. half ſpeeches fell, 


Scarce could I ſpeak that wounding word Fare- 
; (well, 
\ merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) 


the 
Var, 
-pWhere went my dear Prote/ilaus ——— 


'devery Sayl with joy, my breaſt with wo, 


lile I could ſee Thee, full of eager paine, 

may greedy eyes epicuriz'd on Thine, 

ey. When Thee no more, but thy ſpread Sayls I view, 
look't, and lookt, till I had loſt them too ; 


But 


, 
+ 
bl 
4 

of 
: 
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| But when nor Thee, nor them I could deſcry, 
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And all was Sea that came within my ey , 
They ſay (for I have quite forgot) they ſay 
I ſtrait grew pale, and fainted quite away; 

Compaſſionate Tph:iclas, and the good old 


My Mother too to my aſſiſtance ran ; 


In haft cold water on my face they threw, 


And brought me to my felf with much ado, 


They meant it well, to me it ſeem'd not ſo, 
Much kinder had they been to let me go ; [ 
My anguiſh with my Soul together came, 
And in my heart burſt out the former flame : 
Since which, my uncomb'd locks unheeded fle 
Undreſt, forlorn, I care not howT go; 
Inſpird with wine, thus Bacchas frolique rout 
Stagger'd of old, and ftraggled all about. 


Put on, Put on, the happy Ladies ſay, 
Thy Royal Rabes fair Laod. mia. 
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las! before Troy's Walls my Dear does lye, 
What pleaſure can I take in Tyrzandy ? 
hall Curles adorn my head, an Helmet thine ? 
in bright Tiſſues, thou in Armour ſhine ? 
Rather with ſtudied negligence T'le be 
5111, if not diſguiſed worſe than Thee. 
O Pars ! rais'd by ruins ! may'ſt thou prove 
5 fatal in thy War, asin thy Love ! 
that the Grecian Dame had been leſs faire, 
r thou'leſs lovely hadſt appear'd to Her / 
Menelaus ! timely ceaſe to ſtrive, 


th how much blood wilt thou thy loſs retrieve? 


om me, ye Gods, avert your heavy doom, 

d bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home : 

Wt my heart fails me, when I think of War, 

te ſad refleion coſts me many a tear : 

emble when I hear the very name 

every place where thou ſhalt fight for fame ; 
Beſides 


Al 
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Beſides th* adventurous Ravz/her well knew 
The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to purſue ; 


In noble dreſs he did her heart ſurprize, 


With gold he dazled her unguarded Eyes, 


He back*t his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 


Thus ſtorm'd, thus took the beauteous Fortreſs in 


Againſt the power of Love and force of Arms 


There's no ſecurity in the brighteſt Charms. 
Hefor I fear, much doI Heffor fear, 

A man (they ſay) experienc'd in War, 

My Dear, if thou haſt any love for me, 

Of that ſame Hedor prithee mindful be, 

Fly him be ſure, and every other Foe, ſ 

| 

Remember, when for fight thou ſhalt prepare, + 


Leaſt each of them ſhould prove an Hefoy too, 


Thy Laodamziacharg'd thee, Have a care, 


re 


For what wounds thou receiv'ſt,are giv'nto her, 


( 


— 
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If by thy valour Troy muſt ruin'd be, 

May not the ruin leave one ſcar on thee ; 
harer in th* honour from the danger free / 

Let Menelaus fight, and force his way fo 

en, MThrough the falſe Raw/her's Troops to his Hele- 

$10-Wreat be his Vitory , as his Cauſe is good, 


1s {Way he ſwim to her in his Enemies blood, 


hy Caſe is different, ---may'ſt thou live to ſee 
Deareſt) no other Combatant but me ! 
Te generousTrojans,turn your Swords away 


rom his dear Breaſt, find out a nobler prey, 


hy ſhould' you harmleſs Laodam; a flay ? 
ly poor good natur'd Man did never know 


00+ What tis to fight, or how to tace a For ; 


are, Wctin Love's Field what wonders can he Jo? 


. 


reat is his Proweſs and his Fortune too ; ( 


ner-Aet them go fight, who know not how to woo. 


G Now 


oe td 


Alb —_ — — ,” i. —— w— 
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Now I muſt own, I fear'd to let thee go, A 


My trembling lips had almoſt told thee ſo, A 


When from thy Father's Houſe thou did(ſt Fs 
Thy fatal ſtumble at the door I ſaw, -_ F 
I faw it, Ggh'd, and pray'd the ſign might be 


Of thy return a happy Prophecie ! 


I cannot but acquaint thee with my fear, 
Be not too brave,---Remember, ---Have a cars) , 
And all my dreads will vaniſh into Air. 

Among the Grec:ans ſome one mult be foun 


That firſt ſhall fet his foot on Trojan ground ; ih, 


Th 
Grant, O ye Gods, thy courage then may fail, 


Of all the Ships, be thine the very laſt, 


\ 


he 
Thou'lt land 1 fear too ſoon, tho' ne're ſo ſlow, Wh 


Unhappy ſhe that ſhall his loſs bewail, 


Thouthelaſtman thatlands; there needs no hall: 


To meet a potent, and a treacherous foe ; 


0] 
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At thy Return ply every Sail and Oar, 
And nimbly leap on thy deſerted ſhore. 


th} All the day long, and all the lonely night 
aw 
Black thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affright; 
Darkneſs, to other womens pleaſures kind, 


\ugments, like Hell, the torments of my mind. 


court e'en Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, 

rey alſe Joys muſt ſerve, fince all my true are fled. 
hat's that ſame atery Phantom ſo like thee ! 
OUBy hat wailings do I hear, what paleneſs ſee ? 


3 W wake, and hugg my ſelf, 'tis but a Dream.---« 


The Grecran Altars know I feed their flame, 

fallFrhe want of hallow'd Wine my tears ſupply, 

hich make the ſacred fire burn bright and high, 

ay When ſhall I claſp thee in theſe Arms of mae, 
neſe longing Arms, and lye dillolv'd 1a thine ? 

W. When ſhall I have thee by thy ſeif alone, 

olearn the wondrous Actions thou haſt done? 

G 2 Which 
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Which when in rapturous words thou haſt begun 
With many, and many a kiſs, prithee tell on, 
Such interruptions graceful pauſes are, 
A Kiſs in Story *s but an Halt in War. 
But,when I think of Troy, of winds and waves, 
I fear the pleaſant dream my hope deceaves : 
Contrary winds in Port detain thee too, 
In ſpite of wind and tide why wouldlt thou go? 
Thus, to thy Country thou wouldſt hardly come, 
In ſpite of wind & tide thou wenr'ſt from home. 
To his own City Neptune ſtops the way, 
Revere the Omen, and the God's obey, 
Return ye furious Grecrans, homeward fly, 
Your ſtay is not of Chance, but Deſtiny :. 
How can your Arms exp=& defir'd ſucceſs , 
| That thus contend for an Adultereſs? 
Bur, let not me foreſpeak you, no, ---ſet Sal, 
And Hcav'n befriend you with a profperous gale! 
Ye 


—— 


| 


| 


\ 
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Ye Trojans / with regret methinks I ſee 
Your firſt encounter with your Enemy ; 
I ſee fair Helen put on all her Charms, 
To buckle on her luſty Bridegroom's Arms.; 
She gives him Arms, and killes ſhe receives, 
(I hate the tranſports each to other gives). 
She leads him-forth,and ſhe commands him come 
Safely victorious, and triumphant home, 
And he (no doubt) will make no nice delay, 
But diligently do whate're ſhe ſay ; 
Now he returns! --ſee with what amorous ſpeed 
She takes the pond'rous Helmet from his head, 
And courts the weary Champion to her bed. 

We women, too too credulous alas ! 

Think what we fear, will ſurely come to paſs, 
Yet, while before the Leagure thou doſt lye, 


Thy PiFure is ſame pleaſure to my Eye , 


G 3 That, 
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That, I careſs in words moſt kind and free, 
And lodge it on my Breaſt, as I would Thee ; 
There muſt be ſomething in It more than Art, 
'Twere very Thee,could it thy mind impart ; 
I kiſs the pretty Tdol, and complain, | 


As if (like Thee )'twould anſwer me again, | 


By thy return, by thy dear Self, I ſwear, 
By our Loves Vows, which moſt religious are, 


By thy beloved Head, and thoſe gray Hairs 


Whici: Time may on it Snow, in future years, 
I come, where're thy Fate ſhall bid Thee go, 
Eternal Partner of thy weal and woe, 
So Thou but live,tho' all the God's ſay No. 
Farewel, ----but prethee very careful be 
Of thy beloved Self ( I mean of me. 


PHILLIS 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Demophoon, the Sou of Theſeus and Phedray 
returning from the Trojan Wars, was by ad- 
verſe Winds driv'n on the Thracian ſhore, 
where he was royally entertained, and ve- 
ceived into familiarity by Phillis, Daughter 
of Lycurgus and Cruſtumena, King and 

| Ge of Thrace: with whom, after he had. 

S a while remain'd, hearing of the death of 

| Mneſtheus (the Depoſer of his Father) he 
went to take poſſeſſion of his own Realm of 

 - Athens, yet with earnei? proteſtations of ves 
turning within the ſpace of one month. But 
being detain'd paſt the appointed time by the 
diſtratftFions his Ie were under, he gave 


occaſion to Phillis ( impatient of delays) to 
write him this Epiſile, 


X ; _ entertain'd thy Love and Thee, 
Faithleſs Demophoon) blames thy Perjury z 
G 4 How 
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How when withpain we parted didit thou mourn, 
And ſeem'dſt to live alone for thy return ! 

How did(t thou limit my diſtreſs, and ſwear 
Within one month thy ſpeedy preſence here ! 
Yet now four Moons are weary'd out, and ſce 
Thee ſtill regardleſs of thy Vows and me. 
Hadſt thou a tender ſenſe to know the pain 

Of abſent Lovers, who expect in vain, 

Thou would(t not call me haſty, nor upbraid 
Theſe humble murmurs of a wife betray'd. 
We're {low in our believing [1ls, for I 

Flatter'd my ſelf that yet I ſhou'd not dye : 

My ſelf I've oft deluded,----thought thee kind--- 
---Thy Ship returning with a proſp'rous wind $ 
Theſeus T've curſt, and yet unjuſtly him, 

For thou perhaps art Author of thy Crime. 


The dang'rous ſhoals of Hebrus made me mourn, 


As fancying thee expos'd in thy return. 


Oft 


PHILLIS ro DEMOPHOON. 89 


_—_———— tt. 


Pn ——_ 


Oft for thy health I've ſought theGods by pray'r, 
And Incenſe burnt to place thee in their care. 
When e're the Wind ſtood fair, I fancy'd ſtreight 
Thy ſudden preſence or thy certain fate, 


Then have I ſtudy'd reaſons for thy ſtay, 

And urg'd my wit to favour thy delay : 

Yet doſt not thou the ſenſe of Vows retain, 

To Gods, and me, made equally in vain. 

Thy ſtricteſt Vows did mix with common Air, 

Nor does thy tardy Fleet the fault repair. 

Thy abſence fully does my Crime reprove, 

And ſeems defign'd to pay ſo cheap a Love. 

My only fault was loving eaſily, 

And yet that fault claims gratitude 1n Thee. 

Where's now thy faith, -----thy ſapplyant hands, 
and where | 

The God prophan'd by thy fallacious pray'r ? 


Where's 
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Where's Hymen now that ſhould our hearts unite, 

Bleſs and ſecure our conjugal delight f 

Firſt,by the Sea thou ſwor'ſt thy meaning juſt, 

The Sea that then thou wert about to truſt : 

Thou ſwor'ſt by thy prentendedGrandfire's name 

The God that does rebellious ſtorms reclaim : 

By Venus and by Love's Artillery, 

The Inſtruments of mighty woes to me : 

By Juno, who of marriage Vows takes care, ' 

And Ceres, who the hallow'd Torch does bear ; 

Shou'd theſe wrong'd Paw'rs be juſt, cou'dſt thou 
withſtand 

The angry ſtroke of an Almighty hand? 

Thy ShipsI did repair, thy Sails improve, 

And ſtrengthen'd the deſerter of my Love, 

I gave thee Oars as Inſtruments of ſpeed, 

And ſharpen'd all the darts by which I bleed, 


Thy 


| 
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| Thy Words,---Thy Kindred Gods---whate're was 
fain'd, 


With Joy I heard, with Faith I entertain'd : 


View'd with regard thy falſe commanded tears, 
Thy artful forrow, and thy ſeeming fears, 

Thy Arts of Love to me thou might'ſt have 
For I was too unhappily prepar'd. ({par'd, 
Nor ſhou'd I grieve to have well treated Thee, 
And limited my hoſpitality, 

But to admit thee looſely to my breaſt, 

Is Treaſon,fatal to my preſent reſt. 

Ah! had I dy'd before that evening came, 

I then had dy'd in peace, ſecure of fame. 
Yielding I hop'd thy gratitude might move, 
And ſhewing mine, deſerve thy utmoſt love. 
But tis inglorious thus to have betray'd 


(All pittileſs) a frail believing Maid : 
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A Maid that lov'd thee thou haſt rob'd of fame, 
And may no greater honour reach thy name. 
In {hens when thy Statue ſhall be plac'd 

Near thy great Father with his Trophies grac'd;. 
When Scyron and Procruſtes ſhall be read, 

Scenss and Mznotaure in triumph lead : - 

Thebes quite reduc'd, the Cemaure's overcome, 
Hell torm'd,& the black King diſturb'd at home, 
Thy hated Image thus inſcrib'd ſhall End,--- 

| =-oHe who betray d bis Miſtreſs and his Friend, 
Of all thy mighty Father has atchiev'd, 

Thou lik'ſt that Ar:adne was deceiv'd : 

What he repented, thou doſt {lll admire, 

And only tohis treachery art Heir ; 

(Unenvy'd) ſhe enjoys a nobler Mate, 

And drawn by harneſs'd Tygres, rides in ſtate, 


TheThrac:an's, whom ſcorn'd, now.ſhun my bed, 


As one by ſtrange polluted hands miſled : 


Says 
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Says one, let learned Athens be her place, 


Some nobler Hand ſhall govern warlike Thrace, 
The End proves all 


His raſh preſage, who dares condemn thee yet, 


and may he never hit 


For ſhou'dſt thou now return, each will conclude 

I ſtudy'd with my own my Country's good : , 
I've fail'd, alas! Thou no review doſt make 

| Or of my Palace or the Chryſtal Lake. 

My eyes retain thy graceful Image, when 

With mournful Bowes thou bad'ſt me kope agen, 

Thou did'ſt embrace me, and with ſuch delay, 

That long breath'd kifles ſeem'd tomean thy ſtay; 

Thou didſt exchange,and mix our tears, & ſwear 

The Wind was inauſpicious, when 'twas fair ; 

When our divorce thou cou'dſt no more decline, 

Thou ſaidſt, Expect me----Phillis, T am thine : 

Him I expe@, who meant to come no more, 

And Ships no more deſign'd to-toudh this ſhore ; 

Yet 
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Yet ſtill I hope--- ah ! come, tho' paſt thy time, 
That thy delay may be thy only Crime. 

Some wanton Maid (perhaps) ſeduces Thee, 
And buyes thy love with cheap diſcourſe of me. 
Thou can't not be unmindful who I am, 
Confult thy ſelf for my negleRed name; 
Phills thy Conſtant, hoſpitable Friend, 

Who did her harbour and aſliftance lend 
Love, Empire, All ſubmitted to thy will, 

Who gave thee much,& wiſh'd to give thee (till ; 
Lycurgus's Land ſurrender'd to thy ſway, | 
And to thy Hand its Scepter did convey, 

As far as Rhodope and Hemmus go, 

And the ſoft ſtreams of ſacred Hebras flow ; 


Thee my laſt bluſhes bleſt, thy loves long toyles þ 


Rewarded with-my conquer'd Virgin Spoyles. 

The howling Fiends and ominous Birds of Night 

With diſmal notes perform'd each Nuptial Rite : 
With 


| 
| 


ls; 


HE HO, OE 
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With her curl'd Snakes the fierce A/eFo came, 
To light our Tapers with infernal flame. 

On Rocks I walk---and o're the barren Sand, 
Far as my Eyes can reach the ſpacious Strand ; 
Look out all hours to ſee what Wind ſtands fair, 


| ByEarths cold damp untir'd,orHeav'ns bleake air; 


When any diſtant SaylI chance to ſpy, 


| 1 fancy thy looſe Streamers drawing nigh ; 


| Launch'd into Sea, the tardy Gales I chide, 


And to meet thee I ſtem th' impetuous Tide ; 


| When their approach declares my hopesare vain, 


| I fainting crave th' aſſiſtance of my Train. 


Above the Bay, which the ſpent Billows blocks, 
And form's a Precipice of pendent Rocks, 


| Thence my deſpair preſented me a grave, 


And nought but thy return my life ſhall ſave. 


May ſome kind Wave to thy own Shore convey , 


. | And at thy feet thy floating Phills lay, 


Thy 
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Thy melting heart this diſmal found will groan, 

' In theſe Embraces joyn'd, we meet too ſoon-".- 
Oft have I thirſted for a pois'nous draught, 
As oft a death from fome kind 'Ponyard ſought ; 
Oft round that neck a ſilken Twine I caſt, 
Which once thy dear perfidious Arms embrac'd. 


By death I'le heal my preſent Intamy, 

But ſtay to chooſe the ſpecdieſt way todye. 
This ſad ſhort Epitaph ſhall ſpeak my doom, 
And: fix my mournful ſtory-on my Tomb, 

Thu Monument did falſe Demophoon build , 
With the cold Afbes of bu Miſtreſs fil d; 

He was the cauſe,and hers the hand that kiIÞ 4. 


| 
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PARAPHRASE 
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OENONE #wvPARIS. 
BY 
M* 4 BEAN. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Hecuba being with Child of Paris, dreamt ſhe was 


delivered of a Firebrand, Priam conſulting 
the Prophets, was anſwer'd the Child ſhou'd 
be the Cauſe of the Deftruttion of Troy, 
wherefore Priam commanded it ſhould be dts 
liver'dtowild Beaſts as ſoon as born ; but He-« 
cuba conveys it ſecretly ro Mount Ida , there 
to be foſter'd by the Shepherds, where he falls 
in love with the Nymph Oenone,but at length 
being known and own'd, he ſayls into Greece, 
and carries Helen to Troy, which Oecnone 
bearing, writes himihs Epiſtle, 


© I thee,dear Pars, Lord of my Deſires, 


Once tender Partner of my ſofteſt Fires ; 
H Toa 
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To theeI write, mine, whilſt a Shepherds Swain, 
But now a Prince, that Title you diſdain. 

Oh fatal Pomp, that cou'd ſo ſoon divide 

What Love, and all our Vows ſo firmly ty'd! 
What God our Loves'induſtrious to prevent, 
Curſt thee with power, and ruin'd my Content ? 


Greatneſs which does at belt but ill agree 


With Love, ſuch Diſtance ſets 'twixt Thee & Me. 


Whilſt thou a Prince, and I a Shepherdels, 


My raging Paſſion can haye no redrels. 
: been. 


Wou'd God, whea firſt x ſaw thee, thou hadlt 


Tuis Great, thys Cruel, Celebrated thing. 

That without hope I might have gaz'd & bow'd, 
And mixt my Adoration with the Crowd; 
Unwounded then I had eſcap'd thoſe Eyes, 
Thoſe lovely Authors of my Miſeries. 

Not that leſs Charms their fatal pow'r had dreſt, 


Eut Fear and Awe my Love had then ſuppreſt : 
My 
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My unambitious Heart no Flame had known, 
But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 

I might have wonder'd, and have wiſht that He, 
Whom Heaven ſhou'd make me love,might look 
| like Thee, 

More 1n a filly Nymph had been a (in, 


This had the height of my Preſumption been, 
e. |But thou a Flock didſt feed on Tda's Plain, 

And hadſt no Title, but The lovely Swain. 

A Title ! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 
it 'Then that of being own'd King Priam's Son. 
[Whilſt me a harmleſs Neighbouring Cottager 


0, You ſaw, and did above the reſt prefer, 
Youſaw ! and at firſt fight you lov*d me too, 
Nor cou'd I hide the wounds recetv'd from you, 


Me all the Village Herdſmen ſtrove to gain, 


t, For me the Shepherds ſigh'd and ſu'd in vain, 
Thou hadſt my heart, and they my cold diſdain. 
ly H 2 Not 
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Not all their Offerings, Garlands, and firſt born | 
Of their lov'd Ewes,cou'd bribe my Native ſcorn, 

My Love, like hidden Treaſure long conceal'd, 
Cou'd only where 'twas deſtin'd, be reveal'd, {| 
And yet how long my Maiden bluſhes ſtrove 
Not to betray the eaſie new born Love. 
But at thy ſight the kindling Fire wou'd riſe, | c 
AndI, unskil'd, declare it at my Eyes. c 
But oh the Joy ! the mighty Extaſy / 
Pofleſt thy Soul at this Diſcovery. 7 
Speechleſs, and panting at my feet youlay, Cay: F 
And (hort-breath'd Sighs told what you cou'd not 
A thouſand times my hand with Kiſſes preſt, 


And look'd ſuch Darts, as none cou'd e*re reſiſt. I s, 


Stlent we gaz'd,and as my Eyes met thine, ES 
New Joy fill'd theirs, new Love and ſhame filfd 
You ſaw+he Fears my kind diforder ſhows, | 
And broke your Silence with a thouſand Vows ! 


Heavens 
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Heavens, how you ſwore ! by ev'ry Pow'r Divine 
You wou'd be ever true ! be ever mine ; 

Each God, 4 oy witneſs you invoke , broke. 
And wiſh'd theirCurſe when c're theſe Vows you 
Quick to my Heart the peryjur'd Accents ran , 


Which I took in, believ'd, and was undone. 


* Vows are Loves poy ſon'd Arrows, & the heart 
g So wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. 
Atleaſt this heart whichFate has deſtin'd yours, 
This heart unpractic'd inLoves myſtick pow'rs, 
For I am ſoft, and young as Apr: Flowers. 
Now uncontroul'd we meet, uncheck't improve 
Each happier Minute in new Joys of Love ! 
Soft were our hours! and laviſhly the Day 
We gave intirely up to Love, and Play, | | 
oF Ott to the cooling Groves, our Flocks we led, 1 
And ſeated on ſome ſhaded, flowry Bed; 
Watch'd the united Wantons as they fed. 
N H 3 And 
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And all the Day my lining Soul I hung, 


Upon the charming Muſick of thy Tongue, 


And never thought the bleſſed hours too long. / 
No Swain, no God like thee cou'd ever move, ( 
Or had ſo ſoft an Art in whiſpering Love, 
No wonder that thou wert Ally'd to Fove, Y 
And when you pip'd, or ſung,or danc'd, or ſpoke, i }} 
The God appear'd in every Grace, and Look. | B 
Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, LT 
The Grief,and Joy of all the Love-fick Maids. 
Thus whilſt all hearts you rul'd without Controul, F T] 
I xeign'd the abſolute Monarch of your Soul. 

Each Beach my Name yet bears, carv'd out Y As 

by thee, W 

Parts, and his Oenone fill each Tree ; De 


And as they grow, the Letters larger ſpread, Mn 


Grow- ſtill/ a witneſs of my Wrongs when BY Na 
dead ! 


Cloſe 
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Cloſe by a lent ſilver Brook there grows 

{ A Poplar, under whoſe dear gloomy Boughs 

A thouſand times we haveexchang'd ourVows! 

Oh may*ſt thou grow / to an endleſs date of 
Years / 

« Who on thy Bark this fatal Record bears ; 

; When Paris fo Oenone proves untrue, hw. 

; Back Xanthus Streams ſhall to their Fountains 

| Turn / turn / your Tide, back to your Fountains 

run / 

J The perjur'd Swain from all his Faith 1s gone / 

Curſt be that day,may Fate point out the hour, 

S As Ominous in his black Kalender ; 

When Venns, Pallas, and the Wife of Jove 

Deſcended to thee in the Mirtle Grove, 

F ln ſhining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds: 


Naked they came, no Veil their Beauty ſhrouds ; 


H 4 But 
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But every Charm, and Grace exposd to view, 


Left Heav'n to be ſurvey'd, and judg'd by you. 
To bribe thy voice, Juno wou'd Crowns beſtow, 
Pallas more gratefully wou'd dreſs thy Brow 
With Wreaths of Wit / Venus propos'd the choice 
Ofall the faireſt Greeks / and had thy Voice, 
Crowns, and more glorious Wreaths thou didſt 
deſpiſe, 
And promis'd Beauty more than Empire prize / 
This when you told, Gods ! what a killing fear 
Did over all my ſhivering Limbs appear ? 
And I preſag'd ſome ominousChange was near/ 
The Bluſhes left my Cheeks, from every part 
The Blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting heart. 
You in my Eys the glimmering Light perceiv*d+ 
Of parting Life, and on my pale Lips breath'd 
Such Vows, as all my Terrors undeceiv'd, 
But ſoon the envying Gods diſturb'd our Joys, 
De- 


bh. A & 
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Declare thee Great / and all my Bliſs deſtroys / 
And now the Fleet is Anchor'd in the Bay 
That muſt to Troy the glorious Youth convey. 
Heavens! how you look'd / and what a Godlike 
Grace 
At their firſt Homage beautify'd your Face / 
Yet this no Wonder, or Amazement brought, 
You ſtill a Monarch were in Soul, and thought / 
Nor cou'd I tell which moſt the Sight augmeats, 
YourJoysof Pow'r,or parting Diſcontents. (Blide, 
You kiſt the Tears which down my Cheeks did 
And mingled yours with the foft falling Tide, 
And 'twixt your Sighs a thouſand times you ſaid 
Ceaſe my Oenone / Ceaſe my charming Maid / 
If Paris lives his Native Troy to ſee, 
My lovely Nymph, thou ſhalt a Princeſs be ! 
But my Prophetick Fear no Faith allows, 


My breaking Heart reliſted all thy Vows. 


Ah 
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Ah muſt we part, I cryd ! thoſe killing words - 
No further Language to my Grief affords. 
Trembling, I fell upon thy panting Breaſt 
Which was with equal Love, and Grief oppreſt, 
Whilſt ſighs and looks, all dying ſpoke the reſt, 
About thy Neck my feeble Arms I caſt, 

Not V7nes, nor Toy circle Elms fo faſt. 

To ſtay, what dear Excuſes didſt thou frame, 
And fanciedſtTempeſts when the Seas were calm? 
How oft the Winds contrary feign'd te be,: 
When they alas were only ſo to me / 

How oft new Vows of laſting Faith you ſwore, 
And'twixt your Killes all the old run o're ? 

But now the wiſely Grave, who Love deſpiſe, 
(Themſelves paſt hope) do buſily adviſe, 
Whiſper Renown, and Glory in thy Ear, 
Language which Lovers fright, and Swains ne're - 


hear. 


For 


a7 ti 
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For Troy they cry/ theſe Shepherds Weeds lay 
__ (Crown/ 

Change Crooks for Scepters/ Garlands for a 

© But ſure that Crown does far lefs eaſe fit, 

©Than Wreaths of Flow'rs, leſs innocent & ſweet. 

© Nor can thy Beds of State ſo grateful be, 

© As thoſe of Moſs, & new fall'n Leaves with me/ 

Now tow'rds the Beach we go, & all the way 

The Groves, the Fern, dark Woods, and Springs 
ſurvey ; 

That were ſo often conſcious to the Rites 

Of ſacred Love, in our dear ſtol'n Delights. 

With Eyes all languiſhing, each place you view, 

And ſighing cry, Aden, dear Shades, Adieu ! 

Then 'twas thy Soul e&'en doubted which to do, 

Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forgoe / 

Glory and Love / the great diſpute perſu'd, 

But the falſe Idol ſoon the God ſubdu'd. 

And 
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And now on Board you go, and all the Sails 
' Arelooſned, to receive the flying Gales. 
Whilſt I half dead on the forſaken Strand, - 
Beheld thee ſighing on the Deck to ſtand, 
Wafting a thouſand Kiſſes from thy Hand. 
And whilſt I cou'd the leſſening Vellel ſee, 

I gaz'd, and ſent a thouſand Sighs to thee / 
And all the Sea-born Nerzads implore 


Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick ſhore. 


Now like a Ghoſt I glide through ev'ryGrove, 


Silent, and ſad as Death, about I rove, 

And viſit all our Treaſuries of Love / 

This Shade th'account of thouſand Joys does hide, 
As many more this murmuring Rivers ſide, 
Where the dear Grals, as ſacred, does retain 


The print, where thee and I ſo oft have lain. 


Upon this Oak thy Pip2, and Garland's plac'd, 
That Sycamore is with thy Sheephook grac't- 
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Here feed thy Flocks, once loy'd though now thy 
Like me forſaken, and like me forlorn / (ſcorn 

A Rock there is,from whence I cou'd ſurveyy 
From far the blewiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, 


Whoſe hanging top with toyl I climb each day, } 


With greedy View the proſped& I run o're, 

To ſee what wiſh't for Ships approach our ſhore, 

One day all hopeleſs on its point I ſtood, 

And ſaw a Veſlel bounding o're the Flood, 

And as it nearer drew, I cou'd diſcern 

Rich Purple Sayls, Silk Cords, and Golden Stern; 

Upon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread 

Of Antique work in Gold and Silver made. _ 

Which mixt with $yn-beams dazling Light dif-\' 
play'd, ; 

But oh / beneath this glorious Sgene of State 

( Curſt be the ſight ) a fatal Beauty fate. 
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And fondly you were on her Boſome laid, 
Whilſt with your perjur'd Lips her Fingers plaid; 
Wantonly curl'd and dally'd with that hair, 

Of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracelets wear, 

Oh/ hadſt thou ſeen me then in that mad ſtate 

So ruin'd, ſo defign'd for Death and Fate, 

Fix't on a Rock, whoſe horrid Precipice 

In hollow Murmurs wars with Angry Seas; 
Whilſt the bleak Windsaloſt myGarments bear, 
Ruffling my careleſs and diſhevel'd hair, 

I look't like the ſad Statue of Def pair. 

With out-ſtretch'd voice I cry'd, and all around 
The Rocks and Hills my dire complaints reſound, 
I rend my Garments, tear my flattering Face, 
Whoſe falſe deluding Charms my Ruin was. 
Mad as the Seas in Storms, I breath Deſpair, 

Or Winds let looſe in unreſiſting Air. 

Raging and Frantick through the Woods I fly, 
And 
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| And Paris! lovely, faithleſs, Park ; cry, 


— 


]. | But when the Ecchos ſound thy Name again. 
I change to new varicty of Pain, 
For that dear Name ſuch tenderneſs inſpires, 


6e | As turns all Paſſion to Loves ſofter Fires : 


1 With tears I fall to kind Complaints again, 

| So Tempeſts are allay'd by Show'rs of Rain, 
Say, lovely Youth, why wou'd(t thou thus be- 
My eaſie Faith, and lead my heart aſtray? (tray 
It might ſome humble Shepherds Choice have 
very (ſeen. 
Had that Tongue ne're heard, thoſe Eyes ne're 
4, | Andi ſome homely Cott, in low Repole, 

Liv'd undiſturb'd with broken Vows and Oaths: 
All day by ſhaded Springs my Flocks have kept, 
And in ſome honeſt Arms at Night have ſlept. 
Then unupbraided with my wrongs thou'dſt been 
Safe in the Joys of the fair Grecian Queen# 


What 
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What Stars do rule the Great ? no ſooner you 
Became a Prince, but you were Perjur'd too. 
Are Crowns and Falſhoods then conſiſtant things? 
And muſt they all be faithleſs who are Kings ? 

The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly born, 

Even tho' it renders me my Pars ſcorn. 

AndI had rather this way wretched prove, 

Than be a Queen and faithleſs in my Love. 

Not my fair Rival wou'd I wiſh to be, 

To come prophan'd by others Joys to thee. 

A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms I brought, 
Untouch't in Fame, ev'n Innocent in thought. 
Whilſt ſhe with Love has treated many a Gueſt, 
And brings thee but the leavings of a Feaſt : 

With Theſeus from hex Country made Eſcape, 

Whilſt ſhe miſcall'd the willing Flight, a Rape. 

So now from Atrens Son, with thee is fled, 

And ſtill the Rape hides the Adult” rous Deed, If * 
- And 
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And is it thus Great Ladies keep intire 
That Vertve they ſo boaſt; and you admire 2 
$2? B Is this a Trick of Courts, can Raviſhment. _ 
Serve fora poor Evaſion of Conſent ? bs 
Hard ſhift to ſave that Honour priz'd ſo high, 
Whilſt the mean Fraud's the-greater Infamy. 
How much more happy. are we Rural Maids, 
Who know no other Palaces than, Shades ! 
Who want no Titles to enflave the Croud, . 
Leaſt they ſhou'd babble all our Crimes aloud. 
No Arts our good to ſhow, our Ills to hide, 
Nor know to cover faults of Love with Pride. 
t, © 11ov'd, and all Loves Diates did perſue, 
And never thought it cou'd be Sin with you. 
To Gods, and Meh, I did my Love proclaim 
For one ſoft hour with thee,my charming Swain, 
Wou'd Recompence an Age to come of Shame, 
Cou'd it as well but ſatishe my Fame. 


a 


nd I But 
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But oh ! thoſe tender hours are fled and loſt, | 
AndI no more of Fame, or Thee can boaſt ! \ 
'T was thou wert Honour, Glory, all to me : / 


Till Swains had learn'd the Vice of Perjury, \ 


No yielding Maids were charg'd with Infamy, 


*Tis falſe and broken Vows make Love a Sin, 


Hadit thou been true, We innocent had been. 


But thou leſs faith than Autumn leaves do'ſt ſhow, 


Which ev'ry Blaſt bears from their native Bovgh. 


Leſs Weight, leſs Conltancy, in thee is born 


Than in the ſlender mildew'd Ears of Corn. 


Oft when you Garlands wove to deck my hair, 


Where myſtick Pinks, & Dazies mingled were, 


And when with eager Killes preſt my hand, 


Have ſaid, How well a Scepter "twou'd command! 
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And if I danc't upon the Flow'ry Green, 

With charming, wiſhing Eyes ſurvey my Miene, 
And cry ! the Gods defign'd thee for a Queen / 
Why then for He/ez doſt thou me forſake ? 


an a poor empty Name, ſuch difference fnake ? 
Beſides, it Love can be a Sin thine's one , 
Since Helen does to Menelaus belong, 
w, Bec Juſt, reſtore her back, She's none of thine, 
7h. (nd, charming Pars, thou art only mine. 
1s no Ambitious Flame that makes me ſue 

[0 be again belov'd, and bleſt with you ; 
r, 7000 vain deſire of being Ally'd t'a King, 
e, > $-ove 15 the only Dowry I can bring, 

\nd tender Love is all I ask again. 

Vhulſt on her dang'rous Smiles fierce War muſt 
ud! wait 


th Fire and Vengeance at your Palace gate, 


I 2 Rouze 
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- Rouze your ſoft Slumbers with their rough 
Alarms, ; : 
And rudely ſnatch you from her faithleſs Arms: * 
Turn then fair Fugitive, e're tis too late, 
E're thy miſtaken Love procures thy Fate ; 
E're a wrong'd Husband dos thy Death deſign, 


And pierce that dear, that faithleſs Heart of 


thine. an 


Ft 


FARTS 
HELENA: 
I Mr. RICHARD DUKE, 


The ARGUMENT. 


Paris having ſaiPd to Sparta for the obtaini 
of Helen anban Vena poi. him s 
the reward of hu adjudging the prize of Beaus 
ty to her, was nobly there entertajn'd by Me- 
_— Helens Hushand ; but he # gi calld 

. away to Crete, to take þ oe ton of what was 
left him by hu Grandfather Atreus, commends 
hu Gueſt tothe care of hu Wife, Tn bu ate 
ſence Paris courts her, and writes to her the 


| following Epiftle. 
; \ LL health, fair Nymph, thy Pars ſends to 


thee, - 


J Tho You, and only Youcan give it me, 
I 2 £ Shal! 
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Shall I then ſpeak ? or is it needleſs grown | 
To tell a Paſſion that it ſelf has ſhown ? 8-1 
Do's not my Love it ſelt too open lay, 
And all I think in all I do betray ? 
If not, oh! may it ſtill in ſecret Iye, 
Till time with our kind wiſhes ſhall comply, | 
Till all our joys may to us come ſincere, : 
Nor looſe their price by the allay of fear. 

In vain I ſtrive ; whocan that fire conceal 
Which do's it ſelf by its own Light reveal ? 

But if you needs would hear my trembling tongue 
Speak what my ations have declar'd ſo long, 

I Love you've there the word that do's impart 
The trueſt Meſſage from my bleeding heart. 
Forgive me, Madam, that I thus confeſs 

To you, my fair Phyſician, my Diſeaſe, 


4nd w.ch ſuch looks this Suppliant paper grace , 


5 be become the Beauties of that face, 


a 


May 


— 
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May that ſmooth brow no angry wrinkle wear, 
But be your looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some pleaſure 'tis to think theſe Lines ſhall find 
An Entertainment at your hands ſo kind, 

For this creates a hope that I too may 

Receiv'd by You as happy be as they, 

Ah! may that hope be true ! nor I complain 
That Venus promis'd you to me in vain. 

For know, leſt you through Ignorance offend 
The Gods, 'tis Heav'n that me does hither ſeng, 
None of the meaneſt of the Powers Divine 
That firſt jnſpir'd,ſtill favours my deliign. 
Greats the prize I ſeck, I muſt confels, 

But neither is my due or merit leſs: 

Venus has promis'd ſhe would you aſſign, 
Fair as her ſelf, to be for ever mine, 

Guided by her, my Troy T left for thee, 


Nor fear'd the dangers of the faithleſs Sea, 
I 4 She 


> _ ——<—_— 
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She with a kind and an auſpicious gale 


Drove the good Ship, and ſtretch't out ev'ry Sail. Þ 
For ſhe who ſprung out of the teeming deep, 
Still o're the Main do's her wide Empire keep. 
Still may ſhe keep it, and as ſhe with eaſe 

Allays the wrath of the moſt angry Seas, 

So may ſhe give my ſtormy mind ſome reſt, 

And calm'the raging Tempeſt of my breaſt, 
And bring home all my ſighs and all my vowes 
To their wiſht harbour and deſir'd repoſe. 

H.ther my flames Ebrovght,not found 'em here, 

I my whole courſe by their kind Light did ſteer. 
For I by no miſtake or ſtorm was toſt 

Againlt my will upon this happy Coaſt. 
Nor as a Merchant did I plow the Main 
To venture Life, like ſordid Fools, for gain. 


No ; may the Gods preſerve my preſent ſtore, 


And only give me you to make it more, 


Nor 
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Nor to admire the place came I ſo far; , 
I have Towns richer than your Cities are. 
'Tis you [ ſeek, to me from Venus due, 
You were my wiſh, before your Charms I knew, 
Bright Images of you my mind did draw 
Long e're my Eyes the lovely Object ſaw. 
Nor wonder that with the ſwift winged dart 
At ſuch a diſtance you could wound my heart: 
So Fate ordain'd, and leſt you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the truth I ſhall relate. 

Now in my Mothers Womb ſhut up I lay, 
Her fatal burthen longing for the day, 
When ſhe in a myſterious Dream was told: 
Her teeming Womb a burning Torch did hold ; 
Frighted ſhe riſes, and her Viſion ſhe 
To Priam tells, and to his Prophets He ; © 
They ſing that I all Troy ſhould ſet on fire, 


But ſure Fate meant the flames of my delire. 


For 
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For fear of this among the Swains expos'd, 

My native greatneſs every thing diſclos'd. 

Beauty and ſtrength and courage joyn'd in one, 
Through all diſguiſe ſpoke me a Monarchs Son. 

A place there is in 14's thickeſt Grove 

With Oaks and Firr-trees ſhaded all above, B 
The graſs here grows untouchtby bleating flocks, | 
Or Mountain Goat, or the laborious Ox, 

From hence Troys Tow'rs magnificence & pride, 
Leaning againſt an aged Oak, I ſpy'd. Cann 
When ſtraight methought I heard the trembling 
With the ſtrange noiſe of trampling feet reſound. 
In the ſame inſtant Jove's great Meſſenger, 

On all his Wings born through the yielding Air, 
Lighting before my wondring Eyes did ſtand, 
His golden Rod ſhone in his ſacred Hand : 

With him three charming Goddeſles there came, 


, Juno and Pallas, and the Cyprian Dame. 
With 
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With an unuſual fear I ſtood amaz'd, 


Till thus the God my ſinking Courage rais'd; 

Fear not ; Thou art Jove's ſubſtitute below, 

The prize of heavenly beauty to beitow ; 

Contendiiig Goddeſſes appeal to you, 

Decide their ſirife ; He ſpake, and up he flew. 

Then bolder grown, I throw my fears away, 

And every one with curious eyes ſurvey, 

Each of 'em merited the Victory, 

And I their doubtful Judge was griev'd to ſee 

That one muſt have it, when deſerv'd by three. 

But yet that one there was which moſt prevail'd, 

And with more pow'rful Charms my heart af- 
ſail'd. 

Ah! would you know who thus my bre: "cools 

Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love ? 

With mighty Bribes they all tor Conqueſt ſtrive, 

 Zuno will Empires, Pall Valour give, 

Whilſt 
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Whilſt I ſtand doubting which I ſhould prefer, 


Empire's ſoft eaſe, or glorious toyls of War ; | 


But Vexzs gently ſmild, and thus ſhe ſpake, 
They're dangerous gifts, O do not, do not take ! 
Fle make Thee Love's immortal pleaſures know, 
And Foyes that in full tides for ever flow. 

For, if you judge the Conqueſt to be mine, « ; 
Faire Leda's fairer Daughter ſhall be thine. | 
She ſpake; andI gave her the conqueſt, due 


Both to her Beauty and her gift of You. 
Mean while(my angryStars more gentle grown) 

Tam acknowledg'd Royal Przam's Son, 

All the glad Court all Troy does celebrate 

With a new Feſtival my change of Fate, 

And as I now languiſh and dye for thee, 

So did the Beautres of all Zroy for me. 

You in full pow'r over a heart doreign, 

For whuch a thouſand Virgins ſigh'd in yain: 

Nor 
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Nor did Queens only fly to my embrace, 
But Nymphs of form, divine, and heavenly race: 
I all their Loves with cold diſdaia repreſt, 

Since hopes of you firſt fir'd my longing breaſt. : 
Your charming form all day my fancy drew, 
And when night came, my dreams were all of.you. 
What pleaſures. then muſt you your ſelt impart, 
Whoſe ſhadows only ſo ſurpriz'd my heart ? 

And oh / how did I burn approaching nigltrer, ' . 
That was ſo ſcorch'd by ſo remote a fire ! 

For now no longer could my hopes refrain 
From ſecking their wiſht Object through. the 
I fell the ſtately Pine, and every Tree 0. 
That beſt was fit to cut the yielding Sea, 


Fetcht from Gargarian Hills tall Firs I cleave, 
And Idanaked to the Winds I leave, 
Stiff Okes I bend, and ſolid Planks I form, 


And eyery Ship with well-knit ribM arm, 


To 
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To the tall Maſt I Sails and Streamers joyn, 


_— 


 — 


And the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhine. 
But on my Ship does only Venus ſtand 


With little Cupid ſmiling in her hand, 

Guide of the way ſhe did her ſelf command, - 
My Fleet thus rigg'd,and all my thoughts on thee 
I long to plow the vaſt Aigean Sea, 


My anxious Parents my deſires withſtand, 


And both with pious tears my ſtay command : ] 
Caſſandra too, with looſe diſhevel'd hair, ( 
Juſt as our haſty Ships to ſail prepare, K 
Full of Prophetick fury cries aloud, S 
O whether ſteers my Brother through the flood? | V 
Little, ah ! little doſt thou know or heed By 
To what a r aging fire theſe waters lead, E 
True were her fears, and in my breaſt I feel Y, 
The icorching flames her Fury did foretell. At 


* 
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Yet out I ſail, and favour'd by the Wind, 

On yourbleſt Shore my wiſht for haven find ; 
Your Husband then, ſo Heav'n, kind Heav'n Or= 
In his own houſe his Rival entertains. (dains, 
Shews me whate're in Sparta do's delight 
The curious Travellers enquiring fight : 
But I, who only long'd to gaze on you, 
Could taſte no pleaſure in the idle ſhow. . 
But at thy ſight; oh ! where was then my heart/- 
Out from my breaſt it gave a ſudden ſtart, 


Sprung forth and met half way the fatal dart. 


þ 


Such or leſscharming was the Queen of Love, 
When with her rival Goddeſles (he ſtrove. 


But, Faireſt, hadſt You came among the three, * 


Even ſhe, the prize muſt have reſign'd to thee. 
Your Beauty is the only Theme of Fame, 


And all the world ſounds with fair Helens name 


Nor 
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Nor lives there ſhe whom pride it ſelf can raiſe } « 
To claim with you an equal ſhare of praiſe. : 
Do I ſpeak falſe ? rather Report do's ſo, 

Detracting from-you in a-praiſe too low. 

More here I find than that could ever tell, 

So much your Beauty does your Fame excel. 

Well then mightTheſexs,he who all things knew, 
Think none was worthy of his Theft but you ; 

I this bold theft admire ; but-wonder more 


He ever would fo dear a prize reſtore : 


f 
( 
d 
\ 
\ 
S 
V 
þ 
Ah ! would theſe hands have ever let you go ? C 
Or could I live and be divorc't-from you ? T 
No ; ſooner I with life it ſelf could part, N 
Than e're ſec you torn from my bleeding heatt. || M 
But could I do as he, and give you back, D 
Yet ſure ſome taſte of Love I firſt would take, A: 
Would firſt in all your blooming excellence I; 


And Virgin ſweets feaſt my luxurious Senſe ; Ni 
Or 
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Or if you would not let that treaſure go, ( 
Kiſſes at leaſt you ſhould, you would beſtow, 
And let me ſmell the flow'r as it did grow, ; 
Come then into my longing army, and try 
My laſting, fixt, Eternal conſtancy, 

| Which never till my funeral pile ſhall waſt 
My preſent fire ſhall mingle with my laſt. 
Scepters and Crowns for youl did diſdain), 
With which great Jawo tempred me in vain. 
And when bright Paſs did her bribes prepare, 
One ſoft embrace from you I did prefer 
ToCourapge, Strenigth,and all the Pomp of War, 
Nor ſhall I ever think my choice was ill, 
My judgment's ſettled and approves it till, 
Do you but-grant my Hopes may prove as true 
As they were plac'd above all things but you. 
I am, as well as you, of Heavenly race, 
Nor will o1y Birth yout mighty line diſgrace. 

© -- Plea 
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PFletas and Fove,our noble Lineage Head, 

| And them a race of God-like Kings Succeed. 
$ | All Afia's Scepters to my Father bow, - | 
t And half the ſpacious Eaſt his power allow; 

There you ſhall ſee the Houſes rooft with Gold, | | 
And Temples glorious as the Gods they hold. | 


Troy you ſhall ſee, and divine Walls admire, | « 


aw Ie 1 -4 


| Built to the conſort of Apolio's Lyre. 
| | WhatneedI the yaſt floud of people tell h 
| | T hat over its wide banks do's almoſt ſwell? | 
You ſhall gay troops of Phrygian Matrons meet, | 

| And Trojan Wives ſhining in every ftreet. F 
JF How often then will you your ſelf confeſs 
The emptineſs and poverty of Greece ? | 
How often will you ſay,one Palace there | 
Contains more wealth than do whole Citics 


here ? 
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I ſpeak not this yourSp4rta to diſgrace; 


| For whereſoe're your Life began its race 


Muſt be to me the happyelſt deareſt place, 
Yet Sparta's poor ;- and you that ſhould be dreſt 


; Inall the riches ofthe ſhining Eaſt; 
| Should underſtand How ill that ſordid place 
| Suits with the beauty of your charming face. 


| That face with coſily dreſs and rich attire 
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Should ſhine,and make the gazing world adnure 
When you the Habit of my Trojaxs lee; 

What, think you, muſt chat of their Ladies be ? 
Oh / then be kind, fair Spartan, nor diſdain 

A Trojan in your Bed to entertain, 

He was a Tr0j.zn; and of our great line, 

That to the Gods dv's mix immortal Wine ; 
Tithonus too; whom to her roſie bed 


The Goddeſs of the Morning bluſhing led ; 


K 2 So 
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So was Anchiſes of our Trojan race, 


Yet Venus ſelf to his defir'd embrace 

With all her train of little Loves did flie, 

And in His arms learnt for a while to die. 

Nor do I think that Menelaus can 

Compar'd with Me, appear the greater Man. 


I'm ſure my Father never made the Sun 


With frighted Steeds from His dire banquet run : 


No Grandfather of mine is ſtaind with blood, 


Or with his crime names the Myrtoar: flood. 


None of our race do's in the 8tyg:ian Lake 


Snatch at thoſe Apples he wants pow'r to take. 


But ſtay; ſince You with ſuch a Husband joyn, 


Your Father ove is forc't to grace his Line. 


He(Gods/)a wretch unworthy of thoſe charms, 


Do's all the Night lie melting in your armes, 
Do's every minute to new joys improve, 


And riots 1n the luſcious ſweets of Love. 


>. 
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I but at Table one ſhort view can gain, 

And that too, only to encreaſe my pain : 

O may ſuch Feaſts my worſt of Foes attend, 
As often I at your ſpread table find. 

I loath my food when my tormented eye 


Sees his rude hand in your ſoft boſom lie. 


! TI burſt with envy when I him behold 


Your tender limbs in his looſe robe enfald. 


Whea he your lips with melting kifles ſeald, 


| Before my eyes I the large goblet held. "Os 


When you with him in ſtrit embraces cloſe, 
My hated meat to my dry'd palat grows, 
Oft have figh'd, then figh'd again to ſee 
That ſigh with ſcornful ſmiles repaid by thee, 
Oft I with Wine would quench my hot deſire, 
In vain ; for ſoI added fire to fire. 
Oft have turnd away my Head in vain 
You ſtraight recall'd my longing eyes again. 
K 3 What 
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What ſhall I do? your ſports with grief I ſee, 

But 'tis a-greater, not to look on Thee. 

With all my ArtI ſtrive my flames to hide, 

But through the thin diſguiſe they are deſcry'd. 

Too well alas. / my wounds to you are known, 

And O that they were fo to you alone /5 

How oft turn I my weeping eyes away 

Leſt he the cauſe ſhould ask, and I betray? 

What tales ofLove tell Iwhen warm'd with Wine, 

To your dear'face applying every line, 

In borfow'd names I my own paſſion ſhew, 

They the feign'd Lovers are, but I the true. | 

Sometimes more freedom in diſcourſe to-gain, | 

For my excuſe I drunkenneſs would feign. 

OncplI remember your looſe Garment fell, 

And did your naked, ſwelling breaſts reveal, 7 ] 

Breaſ!s white as ſnow, or the fuſe down'of Jove, | 

When to your Mother the kind Swan mageLove! 
Whilt 
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Whilſt with the ſight ſurpriz'd I gazing ſtand, 


The cup I held, dropt from my carelefs hand. 

If you your young Hermione but kiſs, 

Straig ht from her lips I ſnatch the envy'd bluls, 
| Sometimes ſupinely laid, Love Songs I ſing 

And wafled kifles from my fingers fling. 

Your Women to my aid I try to move 

With all the pow*rful Rhetorick of Love, 

L But they alas / ſpeak nothing but deſpair, 

And inthe midſt leave my negleRed prayer. 

Oh! that by. ſome great prize you might be' 


k >. 


won, 

And your poſſeſſion might the Vitor Crown : 
As Pelops his Hippodamia won, 

{ Then had you ſeen what I for you had done, } 
But now I've nothing left to do but pray, 

| And my ſelf proſtrate at your feet to hy, 


K 4 


146 OVID's EPISTLES. 


es, 


O Thou, thy houſes Glory, brighter far 
Than thy two ſhining Brothers friendly Star / 
O worthy of the bed of Heav*ns great King, 

If ought ſo fair but from himſelf conld ſpring } 
Either with thee I back to Troy will fly, 

Or here a wretched baniſht Lover die. 


With no ſlight wound my tender breaſt dosſmart, | 


My bones and marrow feel the piercing dart; 

I find my Siſter true did Propheſfie, 

I with a Heavenly Dart ſhould wounded die ; 

Deſpiſe not then a Loyeby Heaven defgn'd, 

So may the Gods ſtill to your Vows be kind. 
Much I could ſay, but what, wilt beſt be knowga 

In your apartment when we are alone, 

You bluſh and with a ſuperſtitious dread 

Fear to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed 

Ah! Helen, can you then ſoſimple be, 

To think ſuch Beauty can from faults be free ? 

Or 
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| or change that face, or you muſt needs be kind, 
Beauty andVertue ſeldom have been joyn'd. 
| Jove and bright Vexxs do our thefts approve, 
Such thefts as theſe gave you your Father ove, 
I And if in you ought of your Parents laſt, 
1 Can Jove and Leda's Daughter well be chaſt ? 
{ Yetthen bechaſtwhen we to 7709 ſhall go ; 
I (For ſhe who ſins with one alone,is ſo.) 
| Butlet us now enjoy that pleaſing ſin, ; 
Then Marry and be innocent agen. 
Ev'n your own Husband doth the ſame perſwade, 
Silent Himſelf, yet all His actions plead : 
For me they plead, and he, good man, becauſe 
He'll ſpoil no ſpart, officiouſly withdraws. 
1 Had he noother time to vilit Crete ? 
| Oh! How prodigiousis a Husbinds Wit / 
| He went, and as he weat He cry'd, My Dear, 


Inſtead of me, you of our Gueſt take care. 


But 


148 OVID's EPISTLES. 


Butyou forget your Lords Command I ſee, 
Nor take youany care of Love or me. 

And think you ſuch a thing as He do's know 
The treaſure that he holds in holding you ? 

No, did he underſtand but half your charms ; 
He durſt not truſt*em in a ſtrangers arms. 

If neither his nor my requeſt can move, 

We're forc't by Opportunity to Love ; 

We ſhould be fools, even greater fools than He, 
Should ſo ſecure a time unadtive be, 

Alone theſe tedious winter nights you lie 

In a cold-widow'd bed,and ſo da. - 

Let mutual joys, our willing bodies joyn, 
That happy nightſhall the mid day out ſhine, 
Then will I ſwear by all the Pow'rs above, 

And in their awful preſence ſeal my Love, 
Then if my wiſhes may aſpire ſo High, 
I with our flightſhall win you tacomply ; 
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But if nice Honour little ſcruples frame, 

The force Te uſe ſhall vindieate your fame. 

Of Theſeus and your Brothers [ can learn, 

No precedents ſo nearly you concern : 

You Theſeus, they Leucippus Daughter ſtole, 

I1 be the fourth in the illuſtrious roll, 

{ Well man'd, well arm'd for you my Fleet do's 

| ſtay, 

And waiting winds murmur at our delay. 

Through- Troys throng'd Streets you ſhall in 

triumph go, | | 

Ador'd as ſome new Goddeſs here below. 

Where *ere you tread, Spices and Gums ſhall / 

And Victims fall beneath the fatal fol C9 

My Father, Mother, all the joyful Court, 

Ell Troy to you with preſents ſhall reſort. 
Alas / *tis nothing what I yet have ſaid, 

What there you'l find,ſhall what I write excceed. - 


Nor 
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Nor fear, leſt War purſue our haſty flight, 

And angry Greece ſhould all her force ynite. 

What raviſht Maid did ever Wars regain ? 

Vain the attempt, and fear of it a5 vain, 

The Thractans Orithyaſtole from far, 

YetThrace near heard the noiſe of followingWar. 

Zaſontoo ſtole away the Colchran Maid, 

Yet Colchos did not Theſſaly invade. 

He who ſtole you, ſtole Ariadne too, 

Yet Mzinos did not with all Crete purſue. 

Fear intheſe caſes than the danger's more, 

And when the threatning tempeſt onee 1s 0're, 

Qur thame's thea greater than our fear before, 

But fay from (Greece a threatned War perſue, 

Know I have ſtrength and wounding weapons 
too. 

In Men and Horſe mere numerous than Greece 

Our Empire is, nor in it's compaſslels. 

. Nor 
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Nor do's your Husband Par:s ought excel 
In generous courage or in Martial skill. 
Ev'n but a Boy from my ſlain Foes I gain'd 
My ſtolen Heard, and a new Name attain'd; 


Ev'n then or'come by me I cou'd produce 


1 Deiphobus and great 1ioneus. 
{ Nor hand to hand more to be fear d am I, 


! Thanwhen from far my certain Arrows fly. 


You for his Youth can no ſuch actions feign, 

Nor can he e're my envy'd skill attain. 

But could he, He&or's your ſecurity, 

And he alone an Army is to me. 

You know me not, nor the hid Proweſs find 

Of Him that Heav'n has for your bed deſfign'd: 

Either no War from Greece ſhall follow thee, 

Or if it do's, ſhall be repell'd by me. 

Nor think I fear to fight for ſuch a Wife, 

That prize would give the Coward's courage life. 
Al 
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All after ages ſhall your fame admire, 
If you alone ſet the whole world on fire. 


To Sea, to Sea, while all the Gods are kind, 
And all I promiſe, you in Trey ſhall find. 
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HELEN 
PARIS 


By the Right Honourable the Earl of 


MULGRAVE 


AND 


Mr. DKTDEN. 


_— 


The ARGUMENT. 


| Helen, having received the foregoing Epiftle 
| from Paris, returns the famaney Anſwer ; 
wherein ſhe ſeems at firfÞ to chide him for his 
Preſumption in Writing, as he had. done, 
which could only proceed from hu low Opini« 
| onof herVertue ; then owns _— fo be ſen- 
| ſible of the Paſſion, which he had expreſſed for 
| her, thoſbe much Ly 245 his Conftancy ; and at 
laſt diſcovers her Inclinations to be favoura- 
ble to him. The whole Letter (hewing the ex- 
tream artifice of Woman-kind. 


Hen looſe Epiſtles violate Chaſt Eyes, 
She half Conſents, who lilently denies : 


How 
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How dares a Stranger with deſignsſo vain, 
Marriage and Hoſpitable Rights Prophane ? 
Was it for this, your Fate did ſhelter find 
From-ſwelling Seas and every faithleſs wind? 


(For thoa diſtant Country brought you forth, 


Your uſage here was equal to your worth..) 
Does this deſerve to be rewarded lo ? 
Did you come here a Stranger,or a Foe ? 


Your partial Judgment may perhaps complain ; | 
And think me bartarous for my juſt diſdain; 

Ill-bred then let me be, but not unchaſt, 

Nor my clear fame with any ſpot defac'd : 


Tho in my face there's no affeted Frown, 7 
Nor in my Carriage a feign'd nicenefs ſhown, KD 


I keep my Honor ſtil without a ſtain, Sy 
Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. Ye 
Your Boldneſs I with admiration ſee ; Il' 


What hope had you to gain a Queen like me? PNIfi 
Be- 
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Becauſe a Hero forc'd me once away, 

Am I thought fit to be a ſecond prey ? 

Had I been won, I had deſerv'd your blame, 
But ſure my part was nothing but the ſhame : 
Yet the baſe theft to him no fruit did bear, 

; 1 ſcap'dunhurt by any thing but fear; 

Rude force might ſome unwilling Kitles gain, 


2 But that was all he ever cou'd obtain. 


; | You on ſuch terms would nere have let me go, 


Were helike you, we had not parted ſo. 
Untouch'd the Youth reſtor'd me to my Friends, 
And modeſt uſage made me ſome amends ; 

'Tis vertue to repent a vicious deed ; 

Did he repent that Pars might ſucceed ? 

Sure 'tis ſome Fate that ſets m2 above wrongs, 
Yer ſtill expoſes me to buſie tongues. 

Ile not complain, forwhoſe'sdifpleas'd withLove, 
It it ſincere, diſcreet, and Conſtant prove ? 


L But 
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But that I fear ; not that I think you baſe, C 
Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face ? Y 
But all your Sex is ſubje to deceive, V 
And ours alas, too willing to believe. Y 
Yet others yield : and Love o'recomes the beſt, | T 
But why ſhould I not ſhine above the reſt ? ; Pi 
Fair Leda's Story ſeems at firſt to be TY 
A fit example ready found for me ; | T, 
But ſhe was Couſen'd by a borrow'd ſhape, | 6 
And under harmleſs Feathers felt a Rape : 'F:t 
If I ſhould yield, what Reaſon could I uſe? UB 
By what miſtake the Loving Crime excuſe ? Y, 
Herfault was in her pow'rful Lover loſt, Ei 
But of what 7upiter have I to boaſt ? 01 


Tho you to Heroes,and to Kings ſucceed, 


Our Famous Race does no addition need, 


And great Alliances but uſeleſs prove 
To one that's come her ſelf from mighty Fore; Þ Su, 
Go 


HELEN t# PARIS. I57 


——— 


Go then and boaſt iri ſonie leſs haughty place, 
Your Phrygian Bloodjand Priam'sAncient race, 
Which I wou'd ſhewT valu'd, if I durſt; 

You are the fifth from Jove; butl the firſt, 

The Crown of Troy is pow'rful I confeſs, 


Fut I have reaſon to think ours no leſs. 


25 Toe mo, 


Yout Letter fill'd with promiſes of all, 
That Men can good, br Women pleaſant call, 
Gives expectation ſuch an ample field, 
8 As wou'd move Goddeſſes themſelves to vield; 
EY But if I &'te offend great Juno's Laws, 
Your ſelf ſhall be the Dear; the only Cauſe ; 
Either my Honout I'll to death maintain, 
Or follow you, without rtiean thoughts of Gain, 
Not that ſo fair a Preſetit I deſpite, 
Welike the Gift, when we the giver prize. 
But *tis your Love ihoves me, which made you 
Such pains Strut fuctt havitds fot tny fake © b*? 
L 2 


153 OVID's FPISTLES. 


P— — —_— 
————_—— ee 


— CRT 


I have perceiv'd(though I diſſembled too) 

A Thouſand things that Love has made you do; 

Your eager Eyes would almoſt dazle mine, 

In which (wild man) your wanton thoughts F | 
wou'd ſhine. ; | 

Sometimes you'd ſigh, ſometimesdiſorder'd ſtand, | | 


+ ] 
Þ* 


Contrive juſt after me to take the Glaſs, b 


And with unuſual ardor, preſs my hand ; 


Nor wou'd you let the leaſt occaſion paſs, 
Which oft I fear'd, I did not mind alone, 


And bluſhing ſate for things which you have 


-- 
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>. 
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( 

V 

/ 

done ; n 
Then murmur'd to my ſelf, he'll for my ſake 1! 
Do any thing, I hope *twas no miltake : Ec 
Oft have read within this pleaſing Grove, Yy 
Under my Name thoſe Charming words,I Love, | y 
I frowning, ſeem'd not to believe your Flame, N 


But now, alas, am come to Write the ſame, 
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If I were capable to do amiſs, 

I could not but be ſenſible of this. 

For oh! your Face has ſuch peculiar charms, 

That who can hold from flying to your arms ? 
But what I nere can have without offence, 

May ſome bleſt Maid poſſeſs with innocence. 
Pleaſure may tempt, but vertue more ſhould 


move, 


1 O Learn of me to want the thing yorLove, 


What you deſire is ſought by all mankind: 


e 


As you haveeyes, ſoathers are not blind. 


; Like you they ſee, like you my charms adore, 


They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more: 


Oh! had you then upon our Coaſts been brought, 


8 My Virgin Love, when thouſand Rivals ſought, 


You had I ſeen, you ſhould have had my voice ; 


Nor could my Husband juſtly blame my Choice. 


5 0 For 
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For both ou r hopes, alas you come to late / 


_ Another now is Maſter of my Fate. 

More to my wi{h I cou'd have liv'd with you, 
And yet my preſent lot can undergo. 

Ceaſe to ſolicit a weak Woman's will, 

And urge not her you Love, toſo much ill. 
But let me live contented as I may, 

And make not my unſpotted fame your prey. 
Some Right youclaim, fince naked to your ey es 2 
Three GodJdeſles diſputed Beauties prize ; *| 


| One offer'd Valour, to'ther Crowns, but ſh: 
Obtain'd her Cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me, 
But firſt I am not of belief ſo light, 
To think ſuch Nymphs wou'd ſhew you ſuch a ; 
Yet granting this,the other part 1s feign'd: (light, 
A Bribe ſo mean, your ſentence had not gain'd. 
With partial eyes I ſhou'd my ſelf regard, 


To think that Venus made me her reward : 
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$ Ihumbly am content with human praiſe ; 
A Goddeſle's applauſe wou'd envy raiſe : 

q But beit as you ſay,for 'tis conteſt, 

! The Men who flatter higheſt, pleaſe us beſt, 

That I ſuſpeCt it, ought not to diſpleaſe ; 


For Miracles are not believ'd with eaſe. 


| 
| | One joy I have, that I had Venus voice ; 
| Agreater yet, that you confirm'd her Choice z 
$ | That proffer'd Laurels, promis'd Sov'raignty, 
| Jon and Pallas you contema'd for me. 
| AmI your Empire then, and your renown ? 
What heart of Rock but muſt by this be won ? 
! And yet bear witneſs, O you Powr's above, 
; |} How rudeI am iwvall the Arts of Love ! 


My hand is yet untanght to write to men ; 


S 
s 
& 


Md ROS; 70 A adang: he 


This is th' Eſſay of my unpractisd pen: 

Pappy thoſeNymphs,whom uſe hasperfet made; 
I think all Crime, and tremble at a ſhade. 

L 4 Ev'n 
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Ev'n while 1 write, my fearful conſcious eyes 


Look often back, miſdoubting a ſurprize. 


For now the Rumour ſpreads among the Craud, 


At Court in whiſpers, but in Town aloud : 


Diſſemble you, what er'e you hear e'm ſay : 


Ta leave off Loving were your better way, 
Yetif you will diſſemble it, you may. 


Love ſecretly: the abſence of my Lord, 


More freedom gives, but does nat all afford : 


Long is his Journey, long will be his ſlay ; 
Call'd by affairs of Conſequence away. 

To go or not when unretolv'd he ſtood, 

I bid him make what fwiftreturn he cou'd : 


Then Kiſſing me, he ſaid I recommend 


All to thy Care, but moſt my Trozan Friend. 


I ſmil'd at what he innocently ſaid, 
Andonly anſwer'd,you ſhall be qbey'd. 
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Propitious winds have born him far from hence, 
| But let not this ſecure your confidence. 

Abſent he is, yet abſent he Commands, 
| You know the Proverb, Princes have long hands. 


| MyFame's my burden, for the more I'm prais'd ; 


« 
I 


mt 
a ” JF 


1 Ajuſter ground of jealouſlie is rais'd. 
I Were leſs fair, I might have been more bleſt: 
| Great Beauty through great danger is poſleſt. 


f To leave me here his ventuye was not hard, 


Becauſe he thought my vertue was my Guard. 
; He fear'd my Face, but truſted to my Life, 
The Beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wite: 


You bid me uſe th' occaſion while I can, 


Put in our hands by the good eafie man. 
I wou'd, and yet I doubt, *twixt Love and fear; 
One draws me from you,and one brings me near. 


Dur flames are mutual : and my Husband's gone, 


he nights are long ; I fear to lie alone. 


One 


164 OVIDs' FPISTLES. 


—. A 


— _— _ _ 
OOOE— 
| — 


One Houſe contains us, and weak Walls divide. if y 

And you 're too preſſing to be long denied: Y 

Let me not live, but every thing conſpires, '© 
: 


To joyn our Loves, an1 yet my fear retires. ? Y 


You Court with words, when you ſhou'd force |! Sc 
(employ, | 


A Rape is requiſite to ſhamefac'd joy, I A 
Indulgent to the wrongs which we receive, B 
Our Sex can ſuffer what we dare not give. | Tc 
What have I ſaid! for.-both of us 'twere beſt, ; Sh 
Our kindling fires, if each of us ſuppreſt, Þ An 


The Faith of Strangers is too prone to change, } In 
And like themſelves their wandring Paſſions | An 
Hipſypile, and the fond Minoizan Maid, (range, 

Were both by truſting of their Gheſts betray'd. | An 


How can I doubt that other men deceive, | Ev? 
When you your ſelf did fair Oenone leave } My 
But leſt I ſhou'd upbrail your treachery, Anc 


You make a merit of that Crime to me.:; Con 
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£ Yet grant you were to faithful Love inclin'd, 

, Your weary Trojans wait but for a wind, 

# Shou'd you prevail whileI aſſign the night, 
Your Sails are hoyſted, and you take your flight; 
| Some bawling Mariner our Love deſtroys, 
| And breaks aſunder our unfinilh'd Joys. 
! But I with you may leave the Spartan Port, 


! Toview the Trojan Wealth, and Priam's Court, 


Shown while I ſee, I ſhall expoſe my Fame ; 


| ; And fill a foreign Country with my ſhame. 
In Afa what reception ſhall I find ? 
| ; And what diſhonour leave in Greece behind ? 
{ What will your Brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 
| And what will all your modeſt Matrons ſay ? 
| Ev'n you, when on this ation you reflec, 
My future Condud juſtly may ſuſpect : 
And what er'e Stranger Lands upon your Coaſt, 


Conclude me, by your own example, loſt. 
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I from your rage, a Strumpet's Name ſhall hear, Þ 
While you forget, what part in it you bear. 

You my Crimes Authour,will my Crime upbraid: 
Deep under ground, Oh let me firſt be laid / * 
You boaſt the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, b& 
And promiſe all ſhall be at my Command ; | u 
Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, I deſpiſe ; | Ne 
My own poor Native Land has dearer ties. vn 
Shou'd I be injur'd on your Phrygian Shore, , 
What help of Kindred cou'd I there implore? | 
Medea was by Faſons flatt'ry won ; Ka 
I may like her believe and be undon. Fo 
Plain honeſt hearts, like mine,ſuſpe no cheat ; he 
And Love contributes to its own deceit. o_ 
The Ships about whoſe ſides loud Tempeſts roar, vis 
With gentle Winds were wafted from the Shore, 7 

Af 


Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand 
Sprung from her Womb conſum'd theFrojaxLand. 
1" 
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To ſecond this, old Prophecies conſpire, 
| That 17/;um ſhall be burnt with Greczar fire ; 
| Both give me fear, nor is it much allai'd, 
Þ That Venus is oblig'd our Loves to aid, 
For they who loſt their Cauſe, revenge will take, 
And for one Friend two Enemies you make, 
Nor can I doubt, but ſhou'd I follow you, 
| The Sword wou'd ſoon our fatal Crime purſue : 
| A wrong ſogreat my Husband's rage wou'd 
| rouze, 
| And my Relations wou'd his Cauſe eſpouſe. 
| You boaſt your Strength and Courage, but alas ! 
| Your words receive ſmall credit from your Face. 
Let Heroes in the Duſty field delight, 
Thoſe Limbs were faſhion'd for another fight. 
Bid Heffor ſally from the Walls of Troy, 


Aſweter quarrel ſhou'd your arms employ. 
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Yet fears like theſe, ſhou'd not my mind perplex, i - 
Were I as wiſe as many of my Sex; ; F 
But time and you,may boldet thoughts inſpire ; 
AndI perhaps may yield to your deſire, 
You laſt demand a private Conference, 

Theſe are your words, but I can gheſs your { exſe; 
Your untipe hopes their harveſt muſt attend : 

Be Rul'd by me, and time may be your friend, 
This is enough to let you underſtand, 

For now my Pen has tir'd my tender hand * 

My Woman Knows the-feeret of my heart; 

And may hereafter better news impart. 


|PENELOPE 
ULYSSES. 
M*RTMER. 


The ARGUMENT. © 


The Rape of Helen having carried all the Greci- 
an Princes to the Szege of Troy ; Ulyſſes 4- 
mongſt the reſt, there Fenaliz'd hu manheod, 
and prudence particularly. But the ſiege at an 
end, and he not returning with the other Cap- 
tains,Penelope ſends thu Letter in queſt of him; 
She had rendred hey ſelf as deſervedly famous 
ou her part by reſiſting all the while the impor- 
innity of her Suitors with an unuſual conſtancy, 

and fidelity. She complains to Ulyſles of their 
carriage, ſhe likewiſe tells him her es 
ſions and fears for him during the War, and 
ſimce, acquaints him with the ill poſture of hu 
Family through his abſence, and deſires him 
to baſten home as the only means to ſet all right 

- | again. 


O your Penelope at length break home, 


'** Send noexcuſe, nor ſtay to write, but come. 
Our 
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Our trouble long, Troy, does not hold you now ; 5 
Nor twenty Troy's wete worth all this ddo. T 
Wou'd ſome juſt ſtorm and raging Seas hadſſſ y 

drown'd T| 
The Ruffian, when for Lacedemon bound z 'T 
I ſhould not then of tedious daies complain, 'FY 


Nor co!d a nights and comfortleſs have lay'n : O 
Nor ſhould this pains to paſs the evenings take, ÞÞ , 
And work, and weave ev'ri till my fingers ake. Þ xr. 
I alwaies fear'd wofſe dangers than the true, At 
(As alwaies Love unquiet fears purſue ) Al 
Fancy'd thee by fierce Trojuns compaſt round, As 
And Heor's name ſtill ſtruck me to the ground. Þ &, 
When told of Neſtors Son, by. Hefor. ſlain, Ar 
Streight Neſtors Son rouz'd all my fears again. T} 
When for his ſham how dear Patroclus paid ; + 


I wept to find that wit no better ſped. He 


les Tt 
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Ti lepolemms by Trojan Javelin kil'd, 

Thro' all my veins an icy tetror thrill'd. 
Whatever Greeks miſcatry'd in the fray, 

I fainted, and fell ( well nigh) dead as they. 


Heaven for chaſt Love has better fate in ſtore, 


! My Husband lives, atid Troy is riow rio more, 


! Our Captains well return'd, each Altar flames, 


And Temples all Batbarian Booty crams ; 


| For their ſafe Loves the women Offrings bring, 


And Trojan Fates by ours defeated ſing. 

All and amaz'd4t0 hear both old arid young, 
And liking wives upon their Husbatids hung. 
Some on the Table draw each bloody fight, 
And ſpilling Wine the whole ſad 1/:2d write. 
This $:»0%, that the S;gean Land, 

And there did Prams lofty Palace ſtand. 

Here skulktT/lyſſes, there Achilles dar'd, 
There HeFor torn, the foaming Horſes ſcar'd. 
M All 
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All did Old Neſtor to your Son explain ; [= 
To ſeek you ſent, who told me all again. A 
Your Sword how Dolon, no, nor Rheſus ſcap'd,\x 
Banter'd the one, this taken as he napp'd, u 


Fool-hardy you, and us remembring ill, W 
Nightly amidſt thoſe Thractian Tents to ſteal, 
There numbers ſlay,one only ayding thee, o 
Thou haſt been wiſe, and would'ſt have thoughty 
on me. | Fi 
Still pant I, told, how all in triumph brave, N 


Round your friends Camp thoſe Thracian Steed 


you drave 

Put what avails it me that Troy did yield, 

And by your Proweſs, the Town is now a Fic 1d? 

As when Troy ſtood, I ſtill remain alone, 

TH” effect continues, though the cauſe is gone. 

To others ſac'kt, to only me upheld, i 

Ev'n whilſt i t lies by Gree4 abiders till'd, |! 
For 


p'd, No Houſe remains, nought of a Trojan found, 


ghtWhat ever Skipper hither come a ſhore, 


eedsTo give thee, ſhould you ever chance to meet. 


, 


rom P5los we no certain tydings gat * 


1d? 


, 


For 
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And Phrygian blood a pond'rous harveſt rears. 


Unleſs you dig their bones from under ground. 


| now ? 


now, 


M 


lor Priams Towers now lofty corn appears, 


'here art thou Conqueror ? what detains thee 
Or may not I your new Atchiev*ments know ? 


For thee I ask, and ask him ore and ore ; 


Nor parts he, till I ſcrible half a Sheer, 
e ſent to Pylos Neſtors ancient ſeat, 


o Sparta ſent, the Spartans nothing know, 


hat courſe you Steer, nor where y ou wander 


Wou'd thoſe ſame God-built Walls were ſtanding 


| Now I repent that ere I wiſht'em Il) 


7 
_ 


— 


(\{tiy, 


Th-n 
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Then where thou fought'{ I ſurely ſhould have 


learn'd, 


Nor ſave forWatr,thecommon grievance,tmourn'd, 


Now, what I know not, all I madly fear, 
And a wide field lies open to my care. 
By Sea, or Land whatever dangers ſway, 


Thoſe I ſuſpe@ the Cauſes of your ſtay. 


Whilſtthus I imply muſe, who knows your mind, | 


Perhaps abroad ſome other Love you find : 
Perhaps to her your dowdy Wife define, 

Who knows no more,ſo that herCupboards ſhine. 
No ; vaniſh jealous thoughts nor fright me more, 
He wou'd be with me, were it in his power, 

My Sire would force me from my Widows Bed, 


Blames my dclay,and chides,and ſhakes his head, 


Let. him chide on, yours ſtill, yours only, I 


Penelope Vhfſes Wife will die, 


Hay 
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Yet by my Chaſt deſires, and vertue bent, 
His temper does a little now relent. 

From Crete, and Samos, Rhodes,and Z ant ſet our, 
To Court me come a wild unruly rout ; 
Who Revel in your houſe without controul, 
And eat,and waſt your means, our blood and ſauL 
Of Medon, Polybus ;Piſanger, fell 

| Eurymachns, alas why ſhouldT tell ? 

With many more, you (ſadly out o'th 'way ) 
Feed here, and on your ſubſtance let 'um prey. 
The Beggar 1rus, and that Goat-heard Clown, 
Melanchins range and rummage up and down. 
So kept your houſe, ſuch ſtout defenders we, 

A helpleſs Wife, old Man, and little Boy, 
Whom late by trech'ry we had well nigh loſt, 
'Gainſt all our minds as he to Py/os croſt. 

But Heavens preſerve him till he die in cours, 
Having firſt clos'd mine eyes, and alſo yours, 

M 3 Thus 
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True Servants all,and faithful in their way. 
Diſarm'd by age, Laertes is not fit, 

Amidſt theſeBullies to maintain your right. 
Ape, if he lives, Telemachus may bring 

To ſtrength, but yet he needs his Fathers wing. 
IT, what am 1? alas my help is ſmall, 

Come you the ſtrength and ſafety of us all. 

So may your Son in vertuous Arts encreaſe, 

So may the Old Laertes dic in peace, 

Whoin my Bloom did at your parting mourn, 


I wither'd grow, in waiting your return. 


HYP- 


4 


Thus the oldNurſe,the Hind,and Hog heard pray; | 


T7 


| HYPSIPYLE « JASON. 
| B Y 
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The ARG UM ENT, 


The Defrre of gaining the Golden Fleece, put Ja- 
ſon upon a V oyage to Cholchos. Tn his paſſige, 
be ſtop'd at the Iſland of Lemnos,of which place 
Hyplipyle was then Queen, famed for her pi- 
ous[aving of her Father Thoas, in ageneral 
Maſſacre of the Men there by the Women of 
that Country, Her Entertainment of Jaſon 
ſo kind, as induced him to fay there two years, 
at the end of which he left the Iſland, and the 
Queen,(then big with Child; )and after a thou- 
ſand Vows of Conftaucy, and a ſpeedy return, 

perſues hu firſt intended Voyage, and arrives 

at Cholchos, where Xta was King. Medea his 

Daughter falls deeply in Love with Jaſon,and 
by her Charms he gain'd the Golden Fleece ; 

with which and Medea, he ſecretly ſaild home 

to Theſſaly. Hypſipyle hearing of bis Lande 

ing with her more happy Rival Medea, writes 

himthis Epiitle. 


206 ſay with Jaſons Golden Prize, 
Proud Argo in Theſſalia's Harbour lies. * 
M 4 I 
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I would congratulate your ſafe return ; | 

But from your pen I ſhould that ſafety learn. 

When from my ſighted Coaſt you bore away, 

Spight of the winds ; you ſhow'd leſs Faith, than 

If twas too much Yenjoy my deareſt Lord, 

Sure I deſerv'd one Line, one tender word, 

Why did Fame firſt, and not their Conqueror, 

ſhow, 

How Wars Fierce God ſaw his tam*d Bulls at 
Plough. 

How th*Earthbarn Warriours roſe, and how they 
fell 


By their own Swords, without your Conquering 
ſteel, 


How in your Charms the fetter'd Dragon lay, 
Whilft your bold hand bore the curld Gold away. 
When doubtful Tongues ſhall Faſorswonders tell, 
Would I could ſay, ſee here's my Oracle. 


But 


(They. 
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| But tho unkind Loves filence I deplore, 

| Your heart ſtill mine, I would deſire no more. 

| But ah, that hope 1s vain; ——a Witch de- 
ſtroys 

My fancied pleaſures, and my promis'd Joys, 

Would Icould ſay(but,oh,Loves fear'stoo ſtrong!) 

Would I could fay I guiltleſs Jaſor wrong, 

| Lately a Gueſt came from th' Hemonian Land : 

My door ſcarce reacht, with tranſport I demand 

How fares my Jaſos ? His ſad look he bore, 

Fixt with an ominous ſilence on the floor. 

My Robes I tore, and thus, with Horrour, cry'd, 

Lives he! or with one wound both hearts'muſt 
bleed ? 

He lives, ſaid he, to which I made him ſwear : 

He ſwore by Heav”n, yet I retain'd my Fear, 


j 


My 
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My ſenſe return'd to ask your Deeds, he ſaid, 

That the yok'd Bulls of Mars in Chains youled. 

The Snakes own Teeth a crop of Heroes bore, 

Whil'ſt a rough native caſe their Limbs huskt 

And by their own Inteſtine Fury ſlain ; Ops 

OneDays ſhortAge compleats their ativeRaign. 

Again ask,does my dear 72ſon live? 

Such Ebbs andFlowsLoves fears & hopes do give. 

He fatally procceds, and with much Art, 

Would hide, yet ſhews the falſeneſs of your heart. 

Ah, where's your Nuptial Faith, that flattering 
ſtile, 

Loves Torch more fit to light my Funeral pile ! 

I have no lawleſs plea to Jaſons Love ; 

Juno, and Hymen our juſt Chaplets wove : 

Ah no! not theſe mild Gods : Erynnis hand, 


At our curſt Rites held her internal Brand. 


why 


T 


HYPSIPYLE #0 JASON. 181 


__— 


| Why to my Lemnos did your Velſlel ſteer ? 
| Or why fond fool, did I admit you here ? 


Here no bright Ram with golden glory ſhone, 


4c TO, 4 Hd. wy oy 


Nor was my Lemnos the Aftean Fhrone. 
At firſt-- (but Fates all faint Reſolves withſtand) 
I thought t' expel you with a Female hand. 
The Lemnian Ladies are in Arms well skill'd : 
Their Guard had been my Lifes ſecureſt ſhield. 
But in my City, Roof, my ſoul received, 
| For two bleſt years my darling 7aſo# lived. 
| Forc'd the third Summer to a ſad Farewel, 
| Mixt with his Tears theſe parting Accents fell. 
Do not at our divided Fates repine, 
Thine I depart, to return ever Fhane. 
{ May our yet unborn pledge live long, to prove 
The objec of its Rival Parents Love, 
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'Twixt ſighs and Tears, thro' thoſe falſe gales did 


pour 


You were the laſt the fatal Argo reachr, 

Whoſe ſwelling Sails th' orchaſty winds had 
ſtretchr. 

The furrowing Keel the Seas green ſurface 
plough'd : 

You to the Shore, toth' Seas I gazing bow'd . 

In haſtI ran to an adjacent Towr : 

My Tears ore all my face and boſom ſhowr. 

There my wet Eyes my wafted ſoul purſue, 

Andev'n beyond their natural opticks flew, 

A thouſand Vows for your return I made, 

You are return'd, and they ſhould now be pay'd, 

My Vows for curs'd Medeas Triumphs pay / 

My Heart to Grief, my Love to Rage gives way. 


Shall 


ds if hs: rn 


Theſe falſer ſhours, till grief could ſpeak no more. 


. as ER wo © one 


> 


In 


| Ar 
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Shall I deck Temples, and make Altars ſhine, 

For that falſe man that lives, but lives not mine! 

I never was ſecure, *Twas my long dread, 

You by your Fathers choice a Gyee# might wed. 

To no Gyee# Bride, t'an unexpected Foe, 

My wounds, I t' a Barbarian Harlot owe : 

One who by Spells,& Herbs does hearts ſurprize 

{ Nor are her ſlaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 

Shefrom hercourſethe ſtruglingMoon would hold, 

| The Sun himſelf, in Magick ſhades infold. 

| She curbs the Waves, and ſtops the rapid Floods, 

| And from their ſeats removes whole Rocks and 
Woods. 

With her diſheyell'd Hair the wandring Hag 

Does half-burnt Bones from their warm Aſhes 

jo adi we Out ebdne. has hn 

| Arm'd with her Needle, goars a tortur'd Heart, 


b} 


Nay, 
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Nay, what Deſert and Form ſhould only move, 


By Philters ſhe ſecures her Jaſons Love, 
How can you doat on ſuch Infernal Charms, | 
And ſleep ſecurely in a Syrens Arms ? 
You, as the Bulls, ſhe does to' her Yoke ſubdue, 
And as ſhe tam'd the Dragons, Conquers you. 


Though your great Deeds, and no leſs Race you | | 

boaſt, * 
Linkt to that Fiend your ſullied Fame is loſt. | 
Nay by the cenſuring World'tis juſtly thought, | ) 
Your Conqueſts by her Sorceries were wrought ; | / 
And the Phryxean Ram's Triumphant Oar, 'd 
They ſay, not Jaſon, but Medea bore. , 


This Northren Bride your Parents diſapprove : 


A 
H 


Conſult your Duty in your Nobler Love. 
Let ſome wild Sc3thian her loath'd bed pollefs , 
A Miſtreſs only fit for Savages, 


7a ſort 


U 


t3 
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' Jaſon more falſe, more changeable than wind, 


| Have Vowsno weight, and Oaths no pow'r to 
| | bind ? 
| Mine you departed ; ah, return mine I. ” 

; Let my kind Arms their long loſt Scenes renew, 


It high Birth, and great Names your Heart can 


turn, 


| Know, I 'm the Royal Thoas Daughter born, 

| Bacchus my Grandfire is, whoſe Bride divine, 
All leſſer Conſtellations does out ſhine. 

| My Dow'r Theſe and my-Fertil Lemnos make, 
| All theſe, and me thy Equal Title take. 

Nay I'me a Mother : a king Father be, 


| And ſoften all the pains I'veborn for thee. 


| Yes Heaven withTwins has bleſt ourGenial Bed: 


And would you in their Looks their Father read , 


3 [His treacherous ſmiles they are too young to 


wear, 
2 


ln all things elſe you'l find yaur picture there ; 


a ſont . I 
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T'had ſent thoſe Envoys in theſe Letters ſtead, 


Both for their own and Mothers wrongs to plead: 


Had not their Stepdames Murders bid e'm ſtay, 


Too dear a Treaſure for that Monſters prey, 


Would her deaf Rage that rent her Brothet's| 
| 


Bones, 


Spare my young blood, or hear their tenderer | 
i 


Groans ? 


Yet in your Arms this dearer Traitreſs lies ; 


Above my truth, you this falſe Poyſoner prize; 


This mean Adultrate wretch was baſely kind ; | | 
Loves Sacred Lamp our chaſt embraces joyn'd. | [ 
Her Father ſhe betray'd, mine lives by me, | [ 
I Lemnos Pride, ſhe Colchos Infamy. { 
And thus her guilt my Piety outvics, | 
Whil& with her Crimes herDow'ryour Heart ſliel 

buyes. L 


i Fall; 
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I Falſe man, I blame, not wonder at the Rage 
1. | O'th'LemnianDames:Wrengsdo allArmsengage. 
Suppoſe in vengeance to your Guilt, juſt Heav's 
Had on my Shore the perjur'd Zaſon driven ; 
ll Whilſt I with my young Twinsto meet you came, 
And made you call on Rocks to hide your ſhame. 
{| How could you look upon my Sons and Me ? 
Traytor, what Pains, what Death too bad for 
Perhaps indeed I Zaſor had not hurt, COmet 
| But *tis 1ny mcrcy more than his Deſert : 


| The Harlots blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 


Wwe- 


Daſh't in your faithleſs, and once charming Face; 
I to Medea, ſhould £ ah 7 prove, 
| And it Zove hears the Bray” rs of injur'd Love, 
| Vay that loath'd Hag that has my Bed enjoy'd; 
(he Le by my Fate, and her own Arts deſtroy'd, 
Like Me a Mother, and a Wite forlorn, 
Pe from her Raviſh't Lord, and Children torg. 
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| May her ill gotten Trophies never laſt, 
| But round theWorld be th'huntedMonſter chac'd. 


Thoſe Dooms her Sire,and murder'dBrother met, 


May ſhe t' her Husband and her Sons repeat. 

Driv'n from the World,let her attempt the skies, | 
q Till in Deſpair by her own hand ſhe dies, 
| Thus wrong'd Thoantias prays, your Lives curſt : 
f Remnant lead, 
An Execrable Pair in a Deteſted Bed. 


; 


i189 


MEDEA 
]J AS O N. 


M 7 473 


EE —_——_ 


The ARGUMENT. 


| Jaſon arrives with hu Companions at Cho'chos 


where the Golden Fleece was kept, which be- 
fore he can obtain, he u to undertake ſeveral 
Adventures ; firſt to yoke the Wild Bulls, then 
zo ſow the Serpents Teeth, from whence ſhould 
anſiantly riſe an Army, with which he muſt 
encounter ; and laſtly, to make hu paſſage by 
the Dragon that never ſlept. In order to this, 
he ſolicits Medea Daughter tothe King, aud 
skilful in Charms, by whoſe aſſiſtance _ Pro- 
miſe of Love) he gains the Prize. Then flies 
with her ; the Kang purſues them, Medea kills 
ber little Brother, ſcatters his Limbs, and 

"NEE N 2 whilſt 
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whilſt theKing ſtays to gather them up; eſcapes 
with hey Lover into Theſlaly ; where ſhe ve- 
Fores decrepit Mon to h1s Touth. On the ſame 
promiſe perſwades Pelias his Daughters tolet 
out their Fathers Blood,but decertfully leaves 
them Guilty of Parricide. For this and other 
Crimes, Jaſon caſts her off. : Marries Creuſa 
Dauehbter to Creon King of Corinth, on which 
the enragd Medea, according to the various 
Tranſports of her Paſſion, writes this come 
plaining, ſoothing and menacing Epiſtle. 


EtI found leiſure, though a Queen, to free 
ByMagick Arts thy Grec:anFriends, & Thee: 
TheFatesſhou'd then have finiſht with myReign, 
The Life that ſince was one continued Pain. 
Who wou'd have dreamt the Youth of diſtant 
Greece, h 
Shou'de*re have fail'd tofeize thePhrygzanFleece/ 
. That th' Argo (hou'd in View of Cholchos Ride ! 
A Greecian Army ſtem the Phaſcan Tide! 


Why were thoſe ſnares, thy Locks, ſo tempting 
(made! 


ATongue ſoFalſe, ſo pow'rful to perſwade/ 


Na 


$ 
f 
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No doubt but He that had ſo raſhly ſought 


Our Shore, with the fierce Bulls unſpell'd had 


fought, 


/ And fondly too th' Arms-bearing Seed had ſown, 


| "Till by the Crop the Tiller were orethrown, 


How many Frauds had then expird with Thce / 


| As many killing griefs remov'd from me / 


This Triumph will afford ſome little Eaſe, 


Falſe Jaſon leaves me This 


MyRoyal Father might with her'scompare. 


N 2 


With Favours done, th' Ingratetul to upbraid ;, 


'Tis ſome Relief when 1ll returns are made, 


4 
i% 


And you had Entrance to my Fathers Court : 


. 
i 


$ 


Fi 
a? 
'y 
+ 


—_» 


Whetwfirſt your doubtfulVecſlel reacht ourPort, 


There was I then, what now your new Bride's 


(here, 


| WithPrincely Pomp was your arrival grac'r, 


Te mcaneſt Greek on Tyrian Beds we plae't. 


Then 
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Then firſt I gaz'd my Liberty away / 
And date my Ruin from that fatal day ! 


[ 


Fate puſht me on, & with yourCharms combin'd ; | 


I view'd your ſparkling Eyes 'till I was blind. 
You ſoon perceiv'd, for who cou'd ever hide | 
A flame that by its own Light is deſcry'd ? 

Eut now thy Task's propos'd,& thou muſt tame 


The Bullswith brazenHoofs,and Breath of Flame. || * 


With theſe the fatal field thou art to Plouy 


From whence 2 ſuddain Hoſt of Foes muſt grow, 


Thoſe dangers paſt, {fill to the golden Prey 


The baleful fiery Dragon guards the Way, 
Thus ſpake the King; your Knights ſtart from the 

Feaſt, = | | 

And ev'n your cheeks a pale deipair confeſt, | 

Where then was your ador'd Creuſa's Dow'r f & 

And where her Father Creoz's boaſted Pow'r? E 

| \ 


Sad 
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Sad went'ſt thou forth; my pitying Eyes perſue, 
8 I figh'd, and after ſent a ſoft Adin / 
In reſtleſs Tears I ſpent that tedious night, 


26. gS3E 0 = EL X 


Preſenting ſtill thy dangers to my ſight ; 

| The Savage Bulls and more the Savage Hoſt, 

| But th* horrid Serpent did afright me moſt / 

' Thus toſt with Fear and Love, (Fear ſwell'd the 
| (Flame) 
| My Siſter early to my Apartment came ; 

| Sadand dejected ſhe ſurpriz'd me There, 

| With Eyes diſtilling and diſhevelled Hair, 


On your behalt ſhe ſought me, nor cou'd crave 


My Aid for you, ſo freely as I gave / 

A Grove there is, an awful gloomy ſhade, 
| Too cloſe for ev'n the Sun himſelft? invade ; 
TheſeWoods with greatD:ana's Fane we grac't, 
| I'th' midſt the Goddeſs on high Tripods plac't. 


| There(if that place you can remember yet, 


| Who have forgotten Me ) 'twas there we met. 


N 4 Then 
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Then thus in ſoft deluding ſounds you ſaid —— 


Dr IIPIITY 


wed an wi Mm 1 of mf mf 


« Take pitty on our ſufferings, Royal Maid! 
* Reſt pleas'd, Thou haſt thePow'r toKill;but give | 
*© Proofs of Diviner Might, and make us Live ! 
* By ourdiſtrefles {which thy Art alone, 


* Has Pow'r to ſuccour), By the all-ſeeing Sun, 


** By the Chaſt Deity that Governs Here, 
* And what ere elſe you Sacred hold or Dear, 
* Take pity on our Youth, and bind us (ill 


*Fternal ſervants to Medea's Will ! 


= . FE G 
— 


* Andifa Strangers Form can touch your mind, 
* ( Ttſuch bleft Fate was ere for me deſign'd/) 
** This Fleſh to Duſt diflolve, this Spirit to Air, 
* When think any but Megea Fair. 


2» 4 1 IE AF , Pd © 
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** Be Conſcious Juno, witneſs to my Vow, 
** And this dreadGoddeſs at whoſeShrine weBow. 
YourCharming Tongue ſtopt here,&leftthe reſt, | 


To be by yet more powerful Tears expreſt. 
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{1yield — and by my Art inſtruct you now, 

J To yoak the Braſs-hooftBulls,and make'em Plow, 
; ! Then with a daring Hand you ſow the Field, 
That for an Harveſt do's an Army yield ; 

| Ev'n I lookt pale,that gave the powertulCharms, 
| To ſee the wondrous Crop of ſhining Arms / 
Till th'Earth-bornBrothers in fierce battle join'd, 


| Their ſuddain Lives more ſuddainly reſign'd : 


| The Serpent next, a yet more dangerous toil, 


| With ſcaly Boſom Plows the yielding Soil, 

! Orcſhades the Field with vaſt expanded wings, 

| And brandiſhes in Air his threatning Stings / 

Þ Where was Creuſa at this needful Hour ? 

. Dowr? 

Where then were her fam'd Charms & matchleſs 
| Medea, that Medea that is now 

. | Deſpis'd, thought Poor, held guilty too by You, 

ll 


*'T was 
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'Twas ſhe that Charm'd the wakeful Dragons IT 


ſight, LA 
Gave you theFleece,and then ſecur'd yeurFlight: | 0 
To merit you what cou'd I more have done ? 'K 
My FatherlI betray, my Country ſhun, | Ci 
And all the Hazards of an Exile run / | N 
Tho', whilſt I yield me thus a Robbers Prize, | Y 
My tender Mother in my Abſence dies, | Is 


And at her Feet my breathleſs Siſter lies. 

Why left I not my Brother too ?!——cold fear Fl! 

Arreſts my Hand, and I.muſt finiſh Here / Y 

This Hand that tore the Infant in our Flight, 'T 

What then it dar'd to AR, dreads now to Write, | 
To the rough Seas undaunted[ repair, BL 


For after Guilt, what can a Woman Fear ? Yi 


Why ſcap't our Crimes thoſe Seas?we ſhou'd have | W 
For falſchood Thou,and I for Parricide. 


(dy'd; 


The 
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S | Ths juſtlingIſlesſhou'd there have daſhtourBones, 
| And hung us piece-meal on the ragged ſtones ; 
: | Or Scylla gorg'd us in her rav'nous Den, 
Wrong'd ScylHa thus ſhou'd uſe ingrateful Men ! 
: Charybdts too ſhou'd in our Fate have ſhar'd, 
| | Nor ought of our ſad wreck her Whirlpool ſpar'd. 
| | Yet ſafe we reach your Shore;thePhryg:ianFleece 
| | Is made an Offring to the Gods of Greece. 
| The Peliax Daughters pious Bloody Deed 
1 paſs, that raſhly made their Father bleed ; 
Your ſafety 'twas that drew me to'this Fraud, 
The Guilt that Others Blame, you ſhou'd Ap- 
plaud / 
But ſtead of Thanks, your Court I am Forbid : 
Your ſelf torbad me, faithleſs 7aſor did / 
With none but my Two Infants I depart, 


And Jaſon's Form that nere forfakes my Heart ; 


At 
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Atlength thy Rev'ling Nuptial Songs frrprite | 
My wounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes. My 
The Rabble ſhout, the Clamour nearer drew, JTh 
And as it came more near, more dreadful grew :| Wt 
My Servants weep 1n corners and refuſe j Th 
Th' ingrateful task of ſuch unwelcome News / It 
I yet forbear t' enquire, tho ſtill my Breaſt 
The dreadful Apprehenſions did ſuggeſt. 

My youngeſt Bo, now from the Window ſpy'd ; but 
The coming Pomp, and jocund thus he cry'd, P'®1 
* Look,Mother,look! ſee where myFather Rides, Þ'" 


** With ſhining Reins his golden Chariot Guides : . lig 


At this, my pale forſaken Breaſt I tore, | : 


Norſpar'd theFace whoſe Peautiescharm no more. ÞY 


nd 


I on 


Alas / what did I ſpare, ſcarce cou'd I ſpare 
My Honour, ſcarcely thee, cou'd ſcarce forbear 
To force my Paſlage to thy Chariot now, þ he 
And tear the Garland from thy perjur'd Brow. | 


Offen- | 
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Offended Father, now thy griefs diſcharge / 
| My Brothers Blood is now reveng'd at large. 

f [The man (for whom fled and injur'd Thee / 
{Whoſe Love ſolecomfort of my Flight cou'd be)$ 
[Th ingrateful Man has now forſaken Me / 

| tam'd the Bulls, and cou'd the Serpent bind, 

{But for perfidious Love no ſpell can find : 

The Dragons baleful Fires my Arts ſupprelt, 

JBut not the Flamesthat rage within my breaſt. 

[In Love my powerfull'ft Herbs are uſeleſs made, 

| nvain is Hecat ſummon'd to my Aid ; 

.Þ ſigh the Day, the Night in watches ſpend, 

| o ſlumbers on my careful brows deſcend : 

| | ith Poppes juice in vain my Eyes I ſteep, 

L Und try the Charm that made the Dragon ſleep, 

| only reap no Profit from my Charms / 

They ſav'd, but ſav*d Thee for my Rivals Arms | 


a 


There 


200 OVID EFPISTLES. 


—— = _— 


There, *cauſe you know the Theam will gratefuljj Re 
(be, Be 
To tax my Manners, Rally on my Face, 11a 
And make th” Adultreſs ſport with my diſgrace! || T« 
Laugh on ProudDamezbut know thyFate is nigh, lo 
When thou ſhalt yet more wretched be than TI / | Fo 
When wrong'd Medea unteveng'd firs ſtill, * Dc 


Perhaps y'are ſo Unjuſt to'exclaim on me / 


Sword, Flame, and Poyſon, have forgot to Kill, IW! 
If Pray'rs the flinty Zaſon's breaſt can move; {Th 
My juſt Complaint will ſure ſucceſsful prove. 
Stretcht at thy Feet a ſuppliant Princeſs ſee ; h 
Such was thy Poſture, when ſhe Pitty'd Thee. 
And tho a Wife's diſcarded Title fail, | 0 
My Infants ſtill are Thane, let them prevail ! Th 
So much th'areThiae,fo much thy Likeneſs bear 9! 
Each Look I caſt, is folfow'd by a Tear. ſo 
Now by the Gods, by all our paſt Delights, P*Y 
_ By thoſe dear Pledges of our am'rous Nights, 'er 


Re- 
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{1 Reſtore me to thy Iawve ; I claim my Due, 
[| Be to my Merit, and thy Promiſe True. 
{1 ask Thee not what 1 perform'd for Thee, 
| | To ſet me from fierce Bulls and Serpents Free ; 
|| 1 only crave thy Love, thy Love reſtore, 
| For which I've done ſo much, and ſuffer'd more. 
Do'ſtThou demanda Dow'r?--'twas paidthat day 
{When thou didſt bear the Golden Fleece awa Y ; 
Thy Life's my Dow'r, and thy dear Followers 
health, 
| he Youth of Greece ; weigh theſe with Creor's 


wealth. 


To Me thou ow'ſt that thou art Cyeor's Heir, 


hat now thou liv'ſt to call Crewuſa, Fair / 

ar! ou've wrong'd meAll,and on youAll---but hold, 
form Revenge too mighty to be told / 

y thoughts are now toth* utmoſt Ruin bent ! 


*erhaps T ſhall the fatal Rage repent, 
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But on —- for I (what e're the miſchief be) z 


Shall leſs Repent than that I truſted Thee ! Þ 


The God alone that Rages in my Breaſt, 
Can ſce the dark revenge my thoughts luggelt ; | 


I only know 'twul ſoon eftected vc, 


Yo Sncs 


And vw hen it comcs, be Valt and Worthy Me. 


\ 
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The ARGUMENT. 


| Theſeus, the Son of Kgeus, having /l1tn the Mi- 
| notaur, promiſed to Ariadne the Daughter FA 
Minos and Paiiphie, for the aſſiſtance zvhich ſhe 
gave him, to carry her home with him, and 
make her huWife : ſotogether with her Siſley 
 Phedra, they went on Board and [ud to Chi- 
os, where being warn'd by Bacchus, he left 
* Ariadne, and Murried her Siſter Phedra, *ho 
--| afterwards in Theſeus her Hus bands Abſeiice, 
fell in Love with Hippolytus her Son in Law, 
! whohad Vow'd Czlibacy, and was a Hunter : 
wheryefore ſince ſhe could -not conveniently 
1 otherwiſe; ſhe choſe by thu Epiſtle to give hin 
4 an Account of her PF aſſion. 


4 þ Thou'rt unkind, I ne're ſhall health En Jay ; 
Yet much I wiſh to thee, my Lovely Boy : 
Q Read 


204 OVID's FPISTLES. 


OE ————.. 


Read this and reading how my ſoul is ſeis'd; 
Rathcr than not be with my ruin pleas'd : 

Thus ſecrets ſafe to fartheſt Shears may move; 
By Letters Foes converſe and learn to Love, | 
Thrice my fad tale, as I to tell 1t try'd, | 
Upon my taultring Tongue abortive dy'd: | 
Long ſhameprevail'd,nor could beconquer' d quite, 
But what I bluſht to ſpeak, Love made me write, | 


'Tis dang'rous to reſiſt the pow'r of Love, F 


The Gods obey him, and he's King above : 
He clear'd the doubts that did my mind confound F 
And promis'd me to bring Thee hither bound: | x 
Oh may he come, and in that breaſt of thine | C 


Fix a kind Dart, and make it flame like mine / |} +7 
Yet of my Wedlock Vaws Fle looſe no care, (fair * 
Search back through all my fame, Thoul't findi P 
But Love long breeding,to worſt pain does turn] þ, 


Outward unharm'd, within, withinT burn '! A 
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As the Young Bull or Courſer yet untam'd, 
When Yok't or BridlV'd firſt,arepinch't & maim'd ; 


| So my unpractic't heart in Love can find 


|  Noreſt;th' unwonted weight ſo toyls my mind. 

When young, loves pangs by Artswe may remove, 
But in our riper years with rage we Love. 

te, To theelI yield then all my dear Renown, 

” And prithee let's together be undone. (Roſe; 
+ Who, would not. pluck the new blown bluſhing 


| Or the ripe Fruit that Courts him as it grows ? 
nd 


But if my Vertue hitherto has gain'd 
| Eftcem for ſpotleſs, ſhall it now be ſtain'd ? | 
Oh in. thy Love I ſhall no hazard run ; F 
| 'Tis not a (1n, but when 'tis courſely done. 
Lo | And now ſhould 7ano yield her Fove to me, 
Ty rd quit that Jove, Hippolytus,tor Thee : 
rn 


Believe me too with ſtrange deſires I change, 
Among(t Wild Beaſts I long with Thee to range, 
_ ©O2: To 
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To thy Delights and Delia IT Encline, 
Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's thine: 


ER an: UT YH 


I long to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, 
And or'e the Mountains tops my Hounds to chear,} A 
Shakiog my Dart, then, the Chaſe ended, lie | T 
Stretcht on the graſs,8& would'ſt not Thou be by?! T 


Ot in light Chariots with pleaſure ride, N 
And love my ſelf the furious Steeds to guide. |} l: 
Now like a Bacchanal more wild I ſtray, T 
Or Old Cybele's Prieſts,as mad as They (8 
When under 17d's Hill They Offrngs pay : , Le 
Ev'n mad as thoſe the Deitics of Night qo 
And Water, Fauns and Dryards do afright : | W 
But ill each little Interval I gain, W 
Eaſily find 'tis Love breeds all my pain : T 
Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, WI 
And Venus will have Tribute of us all. Wl 

An 
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| Jove lov'd Europa, whence my Father came, 
And to a Bull transform'd, Enjoy'd the Dame : 
She, like my Mother, languiſht to obtain, 
And fill'd her Womb with ſhame as well as pain : 

| The faithleſs Theſeus by my Siſters Aid 

yl | The Monſter ſlew,and a ſafe Conqueſt made : 


| Now in that Family my right to ſave, 


re 


{Iam at laſt on the ſame tearms a ſlave : 4 
| 'Twas fatal to my Siſter and to me, 
I She lov'd thy Father, but my choice was thee. 
( Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſhown 
| For two unhappy Nymphs by you undone. 
| When firſt our Vows were at Eleufts pay'd, 
| Would I had in a Cretan Grave been laid ; 
| 'Twas there Thou didſt a perfe&t Conqueſt gain, 
Whilſt Loves fierce Feavor rag'd in ev'ry vein ; 
White was thy Robe, a Garland deck't thy Head, 
| A modeſt bluſh thy comely face oreſpread, 
O 3 That 
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That face which may be terrible in Arms, 


But Graceful ſeem'd to me, and full of Charms : 


I Love the man whoſe faſhion's leaſt his care, 


And hate my Sexes Coxcombs fine and far ; . 

For whil'ſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let fly, | 

Th unpoliſh't form is Beauty in my Eye: ' 1 

| Tf thou but ride, or ſhake the trembling Dart, e 
I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art : | f 
To ſee thee poiſe the Jav'/in,moves delight, ; b 

And all thou do'ſt is lovely in my fight : _ V 

'M 


But to the Woods thy cruelty refign, 
Nor treat it with ſo poor a life as mine : : 
Muſt cold Diana be ador'd alone ? iy 
Muſt ſhe have all thy Vows, and Ver#s none ? | Be 
That pleaſure palls if tis Enjoy'd too long, W 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong. 
For Cynthi4's ſake unbend and eaſe thy Bow; 
Elſe to thy Arm *twill weak and uſeleſs grow. | 
Fa- 


ſo 
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{ Famous was Cephalus in Wood and Plain, 


| And by him many a Boar and Pard was lain, 


{ Yet to Aurora's Love he did encline ; 


Who wiſely left Old Age for Youth like Thine. 
Under the ſpreading ſhades her Am'rous Boy 


The fair Adonis Venus could enjoy, 


: Atlanta's Love too Meleager ſoight, 


And to her Tribute paid of all he caught ; 


Be Thou and I the next blett Sy/var pair ; 

| Where Love's a Strang-r Woods butDeſarts are. 
8 With Thee through dang'rous ways unknown 
| before, 

Ple rove and fearleſs face the dreadful Boar, 

| Between two Seas a little Ihmus lies, 

I Where on neck ſide the beating Billows riſe, 


d There in TraSena l thy Love will meet, 


| More bleſt and pleas'd than in my Native Crete. 


” 
y 
* 


O 4 As 
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As we could wiſh, Old Theſeus is away 

At Theſſaly, where alwaies let him ſtay 

With his Perithous, whom well I ſee 

Prefer'd above Hippolytus or m2, 

Nor has he only thas expreſt his hate ; 
'e both have ſuffer'd wrongs of mighty weight | 
\.iy Brother firſt he cruelly did flay 

; hen from my Siſter falſely ran away ; 

and left expos'd to ev*ry Beaſt a prey, 

A Warlike Queen tp thee thy Being gave, 

A Mother worthy of a Son ſo brave, 

From cruel Theſeus yet her death did find, 

Nor though ſhe gave him Thee, could make himfy : 
Unwedded too he murthered her in wietr Hind | 
To Baſlardize and Rob thee of thy Right : 
And if towrong thee more, twoSons Iv'e pail 


Believe it his, and none of Phedra's fault : 


4 
| 


It ; 
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Rather thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 

I wifh at firſt 'had dy'd of Mothers pains : 

How canſt thou rev'rence then thy Fathers Bed, 
From which himſelf ſo AbjeQly is fled ? 

The thought afrights not me, but me enflames ; 
Mother and Son are notions, very Names 


Of worn out Piety, in faſhion Then 


# When Old dull Saturn Rul'd the Race of men : 


| 


But braver Fove taught pleaſure was no fin, 
And with his Siſter did himſelf begin. 
Nearneſs of Blood, and Kindred beſt we prove, 


When we expreſs it in the cloſeſt Love. 


im) Nor need we fear our Fault ſhould be reveal'd ; 


im 
1d | 
| 
| 
| 


'Twill under near Relation be conceal'd, 


And all who hear our Loves, with praiſe ſhall 


A Mothers kindneſs to a grateful Son. (L000 
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No need) at ; Midnight in the dark to ſtray, (8 
T'unlock the Gates,and cry,my Love,this way, | 
No buſje Spies our pleaſures to betray. | 


But in one houſe, as heretofore, wel live, \ 


In publick, kiſles take . in publick, give : vlauſe | 

Though in my Bed Thov'rt ſeen, "twill gain Ap- hr 

From all, whilſt none have ſenſe to gheſs the h 
Cauſe : 

Only make baſt, and let this League be ſign'dy 

So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind, 

For this I am an humble Suppliant grown; 

Now where are all my boaſts of Greatneſs gone ?| 

I ſwore I ne're would yield, reſolv'd to fight, 

Decetv'd by Love that's ſeldom in the right, 


Now on my own, I crawl to claſp thy knees ; 


What's Decent no true Lover cares or ſees : 
Shame, like a beaten Souldier,leaves the place, | 01 
But Beauties bluſhes ſtill are 1n'my face. h 

For- 
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or give this fond Confeſſion which I make, 
\ndthen fomepity.on my ſuffrings take. 


hat though midſt Seas my Fathers Empire lies? 
hough myGreatGrandfireThundergro the skies? 
What though my Fathers Sire in Beams dreſtigay 
| Drives round the burning Chariot of the day ? 

' Their Honour all in me to Love's a ſlave, 


hen though thou wilt not me,theirHonour ſave: 


Moves Famous Iſland Crere in Dow'r Tl bring, 


and there ſhall my Hippolyins be King : 


or Venwus ſake then hear and grant my pray'r 


— EI” 


$0 may'ſt Thou never love a ſcornful fair ; 
In Fields ſo may Dianagrace Thee ſtill, 
\nd every Wood afford thee Game to kill ; 


© ARE OBA FEI FELT Cr gr ER T7 OL . « 


2So may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 
| Bc kind, ſo may the Boar before Thee fall, 
$So may the water-Nymphs in heat of day, 


hough Thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy thirſt allay. 
Mil- 
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Millions of tears to theſe my prayrsIjoyn, } | 
Which as Thou react with thoſe dear eyes of 


Thine, oy, 
Think that thou ſeeſt the ſtreams that flow| it _ 
from mine, | 


| 
| 
: 
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* neas, the Son of Venus and Anchiſes, having 
| at the Deſtruttion of Troy, ſaved hu Gods, 
| his Father and Son Aſcanius from the Fire, 
* puttoSeawithiwenty Sail of Ships, and ha- 
; wing bin Jong tot with Tempeits, was at laſt 
caft upon the Shore of Lybia, where Queen 
Dido, ( flying from the Cruelty of Pigmalion 
her f Bore who had Killed her Husband 
Sichzus, ) had lately built Carthage. She 
entertained Fneas and hu Fleet with great 
civility, fell paſſionately in Love with him, 
and in the end denyed him not the laſt Favours. 
But Mercury admoniſhing Aneas to go in 
ſearch of Italy, ( a Kingdom promiſed to him 
= #4y the Gods, ) he readily prepared to Obey 
i Him, Dido ſoon perceived it, and having in 
vain try'd all other means to engage him to 
ftay, at laſt in Deſpair, writes to him as fol- 


0WSs. 

| QC” on Mzander's banks, when death is nigh, 
The mournful Sar ſings her own Elegie. 

Not 


| 


DN OF as; HE 
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Not that I hope, (for oh, thavhope-were vain / 


By words your loſt affection to regain ; 

But having loſt what ere' was worth my:care, 
Why ſhou'd I fear to looſe a dying pray'r ? 
'Tis-then reſolv'd poor D:do mult be leſt, 

Of Life, of Honour, and of Loveibereft / 


While you, with looſen'd Sails & Vows, prepar 


To ſeek a Land that flies the Searchers care. 
Nor can my riſing Tow'rs'your flight.reſtrain, 


Nor my new Empire, offer d'you in vain, 


- Fuilt Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek; that Lan 


Is yet to Conquer ; but you this Command, 
Suppoſe you Landed where your wiſh deſlign'd, 
Think what Reception Forreiners would find. 
What People is fo void of commonſence, 

To Vote Succeſſion from a Native Prince, 

Yet there new Scepters and new Loves you ſee 
New Vows to plight,and plightedVows to breal 
Whe 


_— 


pu” pee fs. i Ca ww. ed .3 
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1 When will your Tow'rs the height of Carthage 
know ? 
Or when, your eyes diſcern ſuch crowds' below ? 
Itſucha Town and Subjects you cou'd ſee, 
q Still wou'd you want a Wife who lov'd like me. 
8 For, oh, I burn, like fires with incenſe bright ; 
var Not holy Tapers flame with purer light : 
Aineas is my thoughts perpetual Theme : 
1, & Their daily longing, and their nightly dream. 
Yet he ungrateful and obdurate till : 
ar Fool that T am to place my heart ſoull / 
My ſelf I cannot to my ſelf reſtore 2 
1, | Still I complain, and ſtill T love him more. 
1. | Have pity, Cupid, on my bleeding heart ; 
And pierce thy Brothers with an equal dart, 
| rave: nor canſt thou Venusoffipring be, 
i Love's Mother cou'd not bear a Son like Thee. 


oak 
From 
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From harden'd Oak, or from a Rocks cold womb, 
At leaſt thou art from ſome fierce Tygre/#come, | 


Or, on rough Seas, from their foundation torn, 


Got by the winds, and ina Tempeſt born : 
Like that which now thy trembling Sailors fear|} 
Like that, whoſe rage ſhould ſtilldetainthee here. } , 
Behold how high the Foamy Billows ride! 


The winds and waves are on the juſter (ide. 


To Winter weather, and a ſtormy Sea, [ 


Fil owe what rather I wou'd owe to thee. | 


Death thou deſerv'it from Heav*ns avenging 

(Laws 
{« 

To ſhun my Love, if thou wilt ſeek thy Fate, | 6 


But I'm unwilling to become the cauſe. 


'Tis a dear purchaſe, and a coſtly hate. | ( 
Stay but alittle, till the Tempeſt ceaſc ; 


And the loud winds are lull'd into a peace. þ 


May all thy rage, like theirs, unconſtant prove / 


And ſoit will, if there be pow'r in Love. . 


Know" 


ib, 


Ir + 


-—- 
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J Know'ſt thou not yet what dangers Ships ſuſtain, 


So often wrack'd, how darſt thou tempt the Main? 
Which, were it ſmooth ; were every wave aſlecp, 
7 Ten thouſand forms of death are in the deep. 


In that abyſs the Gods their vengance ſtore, 


| For broken Vows of thoſe who falſely ſwore, 
There winged ſtorms on Sea-born Venus wait, 
To vindicate the Juſtice of her State. 

Thus, I to Thee the means of ſafety ſhow ; 

J And loſt my ſelf, would ſtill preſerve my Foe, 


ang Falſe as thou art, I not thy death deſign ; 


'E / 


JW li 


O rather live to be the cauſe of mine! 

| Shou'd ſome avenging ſtorm thy Vellel tear, 

| (But Heav'n farbid my words ſhou'd Omen bear,) 

Then, in thy face thy perjur'd Vows would fly ; 
And my wrong'd Ghoſt be preſent to thy eye. 


ith threatning looks, think thou beholdſt me 
(ſtare, 


aſping my mouth,and clottedall my hair, 
P Then 
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Then fſhou'd fork'd Lightning and red Thunder| [ 
What coud'ſt thou ſay, but I deſerv'd 'em all ja al, | 1 
Leſt this ſhou'd happen, make not haſt away. | 1 
To ſhun the danger will be worth thy ſtay. 1Y 
Have pity on thy Son, if not on me : j 4 

'b 


My death alone is guilt enough for thee. 


What has his Youth, what have thy Gods deſerv', | T. 
: 


To fink in Seas, who were from fires preſery'd? |'T 


But neither Gods nor Parent didſt thou bear, | 


(Smooth ſtoriesall,to pleaſe a Womans ear.) PT 


Falſe was the tale of thy Romantick life ; : 0 
Nor yet aml1 thy firſt deluded wife, 'E 
Left to purſuing Foes Creuſa ſtai'd, Þ 
By thee,baſe man, forſaken and betray'd, A 


This,whenthou told'ſt me,ſtruck my tenderhearr, | C 
That ſuch requital follow'd ſuch deſert. Is 
Nor doubt I but the Gods, for crimes like theſe, | T 
Sev'n Winters kept thee wandring on the Seas. b 
Thy 


DIDO © ANEAS. 22t 


— 


er | | 1 Thy ftarv'd Companions, caſt a Shore, I fed, 

"| Thy felf admitted to my Crown and Bed. 

! To harbour Strangers, ſuccour the diftreſt, 

| Was kind enough ; but oh too kind the reſt / 

; Curſt be the Cave which firſt my ruin brought”: 

| Where, tromthe ſtorm, we comman ſhelter ſought! 
d, | | Adreadful howling cccho'd round the place, 


? 


[The Mountain Nymphs, thought I, my Nuprtials 
I thought ſothen,but now too late 1 know 
[The Furies yell'd my Funerals from below. 
'0 Chaſtity and violated Fame, 
| Exact your dues to my dead Husbands name / 
'By Death redeem my reputation loſt ; 
And tohis Arms reſtore my guilty Ghoſt. 
rt, | Clofe by my Palace, in a Gloomy Grove, 
Is rais'da Chappel tomy murder'd Love: 
| | There, wreath'd with booghs and wool his Statue 
| The pious Monument of Artful hands : _ x 


P > Laft 
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Laſt night,methought,hecall'd me fromthe dome, 
And thrice with hollow voice, cry'd, D:do,come, 
She comes :thy Wite thy lawful ſummons hears : 
But comes more ſlowly, clogg'd with conſcious 
Forgive the wrong I offer'd to thy bed, Cm 
Strong were his charms, who my weak faith miſ- 
His Goddeſs Mother, and his aged Sire, Fe 
Born on his back, did to my Fall conſpire. 

O ſach he was, and 1s, that were he true, 
Without a bluſhT might his Love purſue, 

But crvel Stars my birth day did attend : 

Ard as my Fortune open'd, it muſt end. 

M: pi.ghted Lord was at the Altar ſlain, 

Whoſe wealth was made my bloodyBrothersgain: 
Fri-ndleſs, and follow'd by the Murd'rers hate, 
To forein Countrey's I remoy'd my Fate ; 

And here, a ſuppliant, from the Natives hands, 

I bought the ground on which my City ſtands. 


With 
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With all the Coaſt that ſiretches to the Sea ; 
Evn to the friendly Port that ſheltred Thee: 


Then rais'd theſeWalls,which mount into theAir, 


, | At once my Neighbours wonder, and their fear. 
For now they Arm; and round me Leagues are 
My ſcarce Eſtabliſht Empire to invade. Oo 
To Man my new built Walls I muſt prepare, 
An helpleſs Woman and unskilPd in War. 
| Yet thouſand Rivals to my Love pretend ; 
And for my Perſon, would my Crown Defend. 
Whoſe jarring Votes in one complaint agree, 
That each unjuſtly is disdain'd for Thee. 
Toproud Hyarbas give'me up a prey ; 
; | (For that muſt follow, if thou go'ſt away.) 
Or to my Husbands Murd'rer leave my life ; 
That to the Husband he may add the Wife. 
Go then;fince nocomplaints aan move thy mind: 
Coperjur'd man, but leavethy Gods behind. 
P 3 Touch 
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Tonch not thoſeGodsby whom thou art forſworn; | 
Who will in impious hands no more be born. 
Thy Sacrilegious worſhip they difdain , 
And rather wou'd the Grecian fires ſuſtain, 
Perhaps my greateſt ſhame is ſtill to come ; 
And part of thee lies hid within my womb. 


The Babe unborn muſt periſh by thy hate, 
And periſh guiltleſs in his Mothers Fat e. 


SomeGod, thou ſay'ſt,thy Voyage does commang: 
Wou'd the ſame God had barr'd thee from my | 
Land. 

The ſame, I doubt not, thy departure Steers, 
Who kept thee out at Sea ſo many years. 
Where thy long labours were a price ſo great, 
As thou to purchaſe Troy would(t not repeat. 
But Tyber now thou ſeek'ſt ; to be at beſt 


When there arriv'd, a poor precarious Gheſt. 


Yet | 
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| Yet it deludes thy ſearch : perhaps it will 

To thy Old Age lie undiſeoyer'd ſtill. 
A ready Crown and Wealth in Dow'r I bring ; 
And without Conqu'ring here thou art a King. 
Here thou to Carthage may'ſt transfer thy Troy ; 
Here young Aſcanins may his Arms employ : 


And, while welive ſecure in ſoft repoſe, 


Bring many Laurells home from Conquer'd Foes. 
: | By Cupids Arrows, I adjure thee, ftay ; 
7 þ By all the Gods, Companions of thy way. 
So may thy Trojans, who are yet alive 
Live ſtill, and with no future Fortune ſtrive : 
So may thy Youthful Son old age attain, 
And thy dead Fathers Bones in peace remain, 
As thou haſt pity on unhappy me, 
| Who know no Crime but too much Love of thee. 
I am not born from fierce Achilles *Line : 
| Nor did my Parents againſt Troy combine. 
t | P 4 To 
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To be thy Wife, if I unworthy prove, De 
By ſome inferiour name admit my Love.  W 
To re ſecur'd of ſlill poſſeſſing thee, M: 
V. at wou'd t do, and whit woutdT not be / Ar 

'4/,.714 Coaſts their certain ſeaſons know, Þ Ho 


u tree from Tempeſts Paſſengers may go. | M, 
But now with Northern Blaſts the Billows roar, | Tc 


And drive the floating Sea-weed to the Shore. Th 


Leave to my care the time to Sail away ; | Bui 
When ſafe, I will not ſuffer thee to ſtay. She 
Thy weary Men wou'd be with eaſe content ; Sec 


Their Sails are tatter'd, and their Maſts are ſpent: Thc 


It by no meritT thy mind can move, | Th 
What thou deny*ſt my merit, give my Love. SY 
. Stay, till I learn my loſs to undergo ; aft 
And give me time to ſtruggle with my woe. [8E, 


It not ; know this, I will not ſuffer long ; 
My lite's too loathfome, and my love tooftrong. | 
Death 
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| Death holds my pen, and diQtates what I ſay, 

' While croſs my lap thyTrojanSwordT lay. hs 
My tears flowdown; the ſharp edge cuts their 
And drinks my ſorrows, that muſt drink my 


(blood 


| M; Funeral pomp is cheaply made by thee, 


| How wellthy giftdpes with myFate agree! 


To no new wounds my boſom I diſplay : 


The Sword but enters whereLove made the way. 


But thou, dear Siſter, and yet dearer friend, 

Shalt my cold Aſhesto their Urn attend. 

Sicheus Wife let not the Marble boaſt, 

Tloſt thatTitle when my Famel loſk 

This ſhort Inſcription oaly let it bear , 

© Unhappy Dz4olies in quiet here. 
| * The cauſe of death, &Sword by which ſhe dy'd, 
| © FEneas gave : the reſt her arm ſupply'd. 
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O in unwonted Notes, when ſure to die, 
On. mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy. 
I do not hope by this to change my Fate, 
Since Heaven and You are both reſoly'd to Hate. 
Rob'd of my Honour, *tis no wonder now 
That you diſdain me when I meanly ſue ; 
Deaf 


| 
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Deaf to my Prayr's that you reſolve to go, 
' Andleave th' unhappy you have rendred ſo. 
* Youand your Love, the Winds away muſt bear, 
Forgot is all that you ſo oft did ſwear : 
With cruel haſt todiſtant Lands you Fly, _ 
Yet know not whoſe they are,nor where they lie. 
On Carthage and its riſing Walls you frown, 
And ſhun a Scepter, which is now your own ; 
All you have gain'd, you proudly do contemn, 
And fondly ſeek a fancied Diadem. 
And ſhould you reach at laſt this promis'd Land, 
Who'l give itsPower into a Strangers hand? 
Another eaſie Dido do you ſeek ? 
And new Occaſions new made Vows to break ? 


| When can you Walls like ours of Carthage build, 


| And ſee yourStreets with crowds ofSubjesfill'd? 
| But tho all this Succeeded to your Mind, 
So true a Wife no ſearch could ever find. 


Scorch'd 
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Me —— Ee —— 


Scorch'd up withLoves fierce fire my Life does 


O 
Like Incenſe on the flaming Altar caſt, (wu Tt 
All day Aneas walks before my ſight, 
In allmy Dreams I ſee him every night :; T] 
But ſee him ſtill Ingrateful as before, 
And ſuch as, if I could, I ſhould abhor, Tl 
But the ſtrong Flame burns on again my will, Þ| Le 
I call lum Faiie, bur Love the Iraytor (till. Yo 


Godd-is vt Love, Thee all the World Adore! F lft 


And ſhall thy Son ſlight thy Almighty Power ? Sta 
His Brothers ſtubborn ſoul let Cup: move, An 
Teach me to Hatc, or him to Merit Love / Th 
But the Impoſtor his high Birth did feign, An 
(Tho to that Tale his Face did Credit gain, ) Arc 
He was not born of Vexus, who could prove | An 
So Cruel, and ſo Faithleſs in his Wn | Th 


From Rocks or Mountains he deriv'd his Birth } Þþ Th 
Fiercel/olves or SavageT5gers broughthim forth! 
Or 
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Or elſe he ſprung from the Tempeſtuous Main, - 
To which ſo eagerly he flies again, 

How dreadful the contending Waves appear / 
Theſe Winter ſtorms by force would keep you 

here. 

The Storms are kinder and the Winds more true / 
' Let meow Them, what I would ow to You, 
| You'l ſhew your Hatred at too dear a rate, 
| If to fly me, yourun on certain Fate. 
| Stay only till theſe raging Tempeſts ceaſe, 
| And breeding Halcyons all my Fears releaſe. 
| Then you perhaps may change your cruel Mind, 
And will learn Pity from the Sea and Wind, 
Are you not warn'd by all youv'e felt and ſeen ? 
| And will you Tempt the Faithleſs Floods again ? 
| Tho 'twere calm now, it would not long be ſo, 


| Think, to what diſtant Countreys you would go. 


There 
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There's not one God who will that Veſſel bleſs, 
* Which Lies, and Frauds, and Perjuries oppreſs. | Y 


The Sea let every faithleſs Lover fear, - 11 
TheQueen of LoveRoſe thence, &Governs there, F T, 
Still the dear Cauſe of all my Ills I love, W 
And my laſt words Heav'n for your ſafety move ; Þ Fe 
That your falſe Flight may not as Fatal be Bu 
To You, as your Diſſembled Love tome. EN 


But in the Storm, when the hngeBillows rowl, 1 þ Bu 
(Th'unluckyOmen may kindHeay*n contraul,)\ FA « 
Think what Diſtraed Thoughts wil fill your\ | Yo 

ſoul. No 
You'l then remember every broken Vow, Yo 
With Horror think on Murdred Dz4o too. 
My Ghoſt all Pale and Ghifily ſhall be there, 


With Mortal wounds ſtill bleeding Te appear. My 
Tis 
And think each Flaſh of Lightning aim'd at you: fins 


Your | 


Then you will own what to ſuch Crimes is due, 
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Your Cruel Flight till the next Calm delay, 
| Your quiet paſſage will reward your ſtay. 
1 beg not for my ſelf, but do not joyn 
| | The Guilt of your Aſcanius Death to mine. 
What has yourSon, what have yourGods de! 4? 
| For a worſeFate were theyfromFlames pre; cr 4? 
But ſure you neither ſav'd them from the Fire, 
| Nor on your ſhoulders bore your Aged Sire ; 
| But did Contrive that Story, ta Deceive 
A Queen, ſo fond, fo willing to Believe. 
Your ready Tongue told many a pleaſing lie, 
Nor did it practice firſt theſe cheats on me. 
You by like Arts did fair C-euſa gain, 
d then forſook her with a like Diſdain, 


I've wept to hear you tell that Ladies Fate, 


My ſelf now juſtly more unfortunate. 

Iis to Revenge theſe Crimes the Gods Engage, 
1; (nd make you Wander out your wretched Age. 
Ir þ A 
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A Shipwrack'd wretch I kindly did receive, 


My Wealth &Crown to hands unknown did give, 


HadI ſtop'd there, I had been free from ſhame, 


And had not ſtain'd my clear and ſpotleſs Fame, 


Heaven to betray my Honour did Comply, 


When Thunder & black Clouds fill'd all theSky, 


And made us to the fatal ſhelter fly, 
The Furies howl'd, and dire Preſages gave, 


And ſhrieking Nymphs forſook the guilty Cave, 


I cannot live, that Crime torments me ſo, 
Yet full ofſhame to my Szchens go, 

In a fair Temple built by skilful hands, 
A Sacred Image of S;ch us ſtands ; 


With ſnowy Fleeces dreſt, & Garlands Crown'd 


From thence of late Iv'e heard a diſmal ſound ! 


Four times he call'd me with a hollow Voice, 
My looſn'd Joynts ſtill tremble at the Noiſe ! 


Myp. 


of 
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My deareſt Lord your Summons I obey, 

'Tis ſhame to meet you makes this ſhort delay. 
Yet ſuch a Tempter might the Crime excuſe, 

His Heavenly Race, and all his Solemn Vows / 

The beſt of Fathers, the moſt Pious Son / 

Who could ſuſpe@ he, who ſuch things had done, 

So well had Ated all the parts of Lite, 


Could have betray'd a Princeſs and a Wife ? 


Had he not wanted Faith, your ſelf muſt own 


He had Deſerv'd tofill my Bed and Throne. 

In my firſtYouth whatCares diſturb'd myPeace! 
And my Misfertunes with my Years encreaſe / 
My Husbands Blood was by my Brother ſpilt, 
And ſtill hisWealthRewardsthe proſperousGuilt : 


Through waies unknown a dangerous flight I 


| ke 
His Aſhes and my Native Soyl forſake ; Cn 


Here ſheltred from my Brothers Crueltie, 


Ibought this Kingdom, which I gave to Thee. 
"Q My 
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Me 


My City did in Glory daily riſe, 
Which all myNeighbours ſaw with enviousEyes. | 
And Force againſt unfiniſh'd Walls prepare, 
Threatning a helpleſs Woman with a War. 
Thoſe many Kings, who did my Bed deſire, 
Now to revenge their ſlighted Love conſpire, 
Goon, my People are at your Command, 
Cive me up bound to ſome fierce Rivals hard : 
Aſſiſt my Cruel Brothers black Deſign, 
Drunk with $:;ch#e1s Blood, he thirſts for mine, 
But then pretend to Piety no more, 
The Falſe, and Perjur'd, all the Gods abhor. 
Even thoſe you ſnatch'd from Troys devouring} 
Flame, 
Are griev*dthat from ſuch hands theirſafety came, 


A growing Infant in my Womb you leave, 


Of your wt ole ſelf, you cannot me bereave; | An 


x ts 
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You kill not D:do only, if you go, 
The Guiltleſs and unborn you Murder too. 


Wirth me a new unknown Aſcanius dies, 


—__A 


Tho' deaf to mine, yet think you hear his Cries. 
But 'tis the God Commands, and you Obey, 


| Ah ! would that He who now forbids your ſtay, 


| Had never led your ſhatter'd Fleet this way / 
| And now this God Commands you out again 

' T endure another Winter on the Main / 

| Scarce Troy xeſtor'd to all her Ancient State, 


| Were worth the ſeeking at ſo dear a Rate. 


| Ceaſe then through ſuch vaſt Dangers to purſue 
Ng | A Place, which, but 1a Dreams, you never knew, 
In ſearch of which, you your belt years may waſt, 


nel} And come a Stranger there, and Old at laſt. 


See at your Feera willing People lies, 
|And do not offer'd Wealth, and Power deſpile. 
| 


ou; (02 Fix 


LES 
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Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Troy, 
And in ſoft Peace, all you have fav'd, enjoy. 

But if new Dangers your Great Soul Deſires, 
If Thirſt of Fame your Sons young Breaſt inſpires, 
You'l frequent Tryals here for Valour find, 

Our Neighbours are as rough as we are kind. 
By your dear Fathers Soul I beg your ſtay, 

By the kind Gods who hither bleſt your way, 
And by vour Brothers Darts, which all Obey; 
So may white Conquelt on your Troops attend, 


And all your long Misfortunes here take end, 


So with his Years may your Sons hopes encreaſe, | 


So may Anchiſes Aſhes reſt in Peace. 
Some Pity Ict a ſuppliant Princeſs move, 

Whoſe only fault was an Exceſs of Love. 

I am not ſprung from any Greczan Race, 


None of my Blood did your Lov'd Troy deface. 


Yeth 
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Yetif your Pride think ſuch a Wife a ſhame, 
Ile Sacrifice my Honour to my Flame, 
And meet your Love by a leſs Glorious name. 

I know the dangers of this ſtormy Coaſt, 
How many Ships have on our Shelves been loſt. 
Theſe wiads have driv'n the floating Sea weed fo» 


| That your entangled Veſſel cannot go. 


| Donot attempt to put to Sea in vain, 


Till happier Gales have clear'd your way again. 
| Truſt Me to watch the Calming of the Sea, 

| You ſhall not then, tho you deſir'd it, ſtay, 

| Beſides your weary Seamen reſt deſire, 

And your torn Fleet now rigging does require. 
By all I ſuffer, all I've done for you, 
Some little reſpite to my Love allow. 
( bear, 


Time and ealm Thoughts may teach me how to 


| That loſs, which now alas tis death to hear. 


Q 3 But 
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But you reſolve to force me to my Grave, - 
And are not far from all that you would have. 
Your Sword before me, whilſt I write, does lie, 
And, by it, ifI write in vain, I die. 
| Already ſtain'd with many a falling Tear, 

It ſhortly ſhall another Colour wear. 
You never could an apter preſent make, 


*T will ſoon, the Life you've made uneaſlie, take. 


But this poor Breaſt has felt your Wounds before, 


Slain by your Love,yourStcel has now no Power, þ 


Dear Guilty Siſter, do not you deny 

The laſt kind Office to my Memory ; 

But do not on my Funeral Marble Joyn 

Much wrong'd Sichexu SacredName with mine. 
<* Of falſe A:neas let the Stone complain, 

* That D:4o could not bear his fierce Diſdain, 


* But by hisSword,and her own hand was ſlain, 


BRI- 
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BRISEIS ACHILLES. 
JOAN CARTL Eſq; 


The ARGUMENT. 


In the War of Troy, Achilles having taken and 
Jackt Chryneſium, a Town inthe Lyrneſian 
Country, amongſt his other Booty, he took 
iwo very fair Women, Chryſeis, and Briſeis : 
Chryſeis he Preſented to King Agamemnon, 
and Briſeis he reſerved for himſelf. Agamem- 
non efter ſome time was forced by the Oracle 
| to refFore Chryſeis to her Father, who was 
| oneof the Prieſts of Apollo : whereupon the 
King by violence took away Briſeis from Achil- 
les; at which Achilles #ncenſt, left the Camp 
of the Grecians, and prepared to Sail home ; 
in whoſe abſence the. Trojans prevailing upon 
ihe Grecians, Agamemnon was compelt'd to 
ſend Ulyſſes, and others to offer him rich Pre- 
ſents, and Briſeis : that he would return again 
tothe Army : But Achilles with diſdain reje- 
Hed them all, Thu Letter therefore « wri- 
ten by Briſeis, to move him, that he would re- 

| cerveher, and return to the Grecian Camp. 


Þ$ Aptive Br:ſeis ina aforaign Tongue 
More by herblots,than words, fet'sforth her 


- Q : (W rong 
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And yet theſe blots, which by my tears are made, 
Above all words, or writing ſhould perſwade. 
Subje@s (I know) muſt not their Lords accufe ; 
Yet prayers and tears we lawfully may uſe. 
When raviſht from your Arms, I was the prey 
Ot Azamemnons arbitrary ſway ; 
! -y23nt,, you mult at laſt have left the Field, 
But, {or a Lever, you too ſoon did yield. 
\ Warriers Glory it muſt needs diſgrace, 
.r{t Summons to yield up the place. 

e Enemies themſelves, no leſs than T, 

rood wondring at their eaſy Victory : 


I ſaw their lips in whiſpers ſoftly move, | 


Is this the Man ſo fam'd for Arms, and Love ? F 
Alas / Achilles, is not 10, we part } 
From what we love, and what is near our heart, Þ\ 
No healing killes to my gricf you gave ; 

You turn'd me ol, an unrcgarded Slave: TI 


Was 
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Was it your Rage, that did your Love ſuppreſs”? 
Ah, love Br:ſezs more, and hate Air: des leſs / 
He is not born of a true Hero's Race, 

Who lets his Fury of his Love take place : 
Tygers, and Wolves can fight : Love is the Teſt, 
Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſt. 


Alas / when I was from your boſom forc'd, 


| Melt my body from my ſoul divorc'd ; 
| Adecadly paleneſs overſpread my face ; 


Sleepleft my eyes, and to my tears gave place : 


| Itore my hair, and did my death decree : 


Ah / learn to part with what you love, from me, 
A bold eſcape I often did eſſay, 
But Greeks, and Trojans too,block'd up the way: 


Yet tho a tender Maid could not break throw, 


Methinks, Achilles ſhould not be ſo ſlow ; 
| Achi lles, once the Thunderbolt of War, 


The hope of Conquering Greece, &Troy's deſpair, 
Me 
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Me in his Rivals Arms can he behold ? 


And is his Courage with his Love grown cold ? 


But I confeſs, that my negleted Charms 
Did not deſerye the Conqueſt of your Arms ; 
Therefore the Gods did by an eaſier way 
Our wrongs attone, and Dammages repay : 
Ajax with Phenix, and Tlyſſes bring | 
Humble ſubmiſſions from their haughty King: Þ| | 
The Royal Penitent rich Preſents ſends, z 
The Grongeſt Cement to piece broken Friends} | \ 
When Pray'rs well ſeconded with Gifts are ſent, | | 
Both Morta!, and Immortal Powers relent : 
Twenty bright Veſſels of Corinthian Braſs, [ 
Their Sculpture did the coſtly Mine ſurpaſs ; 
Seven Chairs of State of the ſame Art,and Mould, | 
And twice five Talents of perſwaſive Gold. d 
Twelve fiery Steeds of the Epirias breed, ( 
Matchleſs they are for beauty,and for ſpeed; 


Six 


Id, 
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&ix Lesbian Maids (but theſe I well could ſpare) 
Their IſlandSackt,theſe were theGeneral's ſhare; 
And laſt a Bride,(ah/telle*m TI am thine) 


| At your own choice out of the Royal Line : 


With theſe they offer me : But, might I chuſe, 


You ſhould take me, andall their gifts refuſe : 


But me, and thoſe you ſullenly reze@& ; 


What have I done, to merit this neglect ? 

Isit that You, and Fortune jointly yow, 

Whom you make wretched,ſtill to keep them ſo? 
Your Arms my Country did in aſhes lay, 

My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers, and Husband ſlay : 
It had been kindneſs to have kilPd me too, 


Rather than kill me with unkindneſs now, 


| With Vows as faithleſs, as your Mother Sea, 


1 
he 
; 


. 
, 
m_ 
5 
SixÞ 
Y 


You loudly promis'd, that you would to me, 


Country, and Brothers, and a Husband be? 


And 
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And is it thus, that you perform your Vow, 


; 
Even with a Dowry to reje& me too ? | \ 
1 


Nay, Fame reports that with the next fair wind, 


Leaving your Honour, Faith, and me behind, 


You quit our Coaſts : Before that fatal hour, 


May Thunder ſtrike me, or kind Earth devour ! 
I all things, but your abſence, can endure / 
That's a diſeaſe, which Death mult only cure, 


If to Achaiayouwill needs return, 


Place me but in the number of your train, 
And I no ſervile Office will diſdain : 


C 

| 

1 

P 

þ 

Y 

Leaving all Greece your ſullen rage to mourn, 'E 
'B 

T 

If I'm deny'd the Honour of your Bed, Y 
0 


Let me at leaſt be, as your Captive led : 
Rather,than baniſht from your Familie 


I will endure another Wite to ſee ; 


A Wite,to make the great aczanLine, 


Like Starry Hcaven, as numeroully ſhine ; 


That | 


BRISEIS # ACHILLES. 24x 


ms... 


| That ſo your ſpreading Progeny may prove 
| Worthy of Thets, and their Grandſire Jove. 
J, Let me on her an humble hand-Maid, wait ; 
On her, becauſe to you ſhe does relate. 


fear (I know not why) that ſhe may be, 


. | Than to her other Maids, more harſh to me : 

| Butyou are bound to guard yourConquer'dSlave, 

And to maintain the Articles you gave : 

Yet ſhould you yield to her imperious ſway, 

| Do what you will, but turn me not away, 

' But why ſhould you depart ? The King repents ; 
The Grecian Army wants you in their Tents : 
You conquer all ; Conquer your Paſſion too ; 

Or elſe with Hefor, you will Greece undo. 

[Take Arms( Aaczdes ) but firſt take me, 


| Y our juſter Rage let routed Trojans lee, 


F or me begun, for me your anger end ; 
: - 
fThe fault I caus'd, let me have power to mend. 


1at | In 
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In this to me you may with Honour yield, | 
Rul'd by his Wife, Oexides took the Field. | 
His Mothers Sacred Curſes him difarm'd ; 


But by hisWive'smore powerfulSpellsuncharm'd, 


1 
His Armour once put off, he buckles on, 1 
And fights and Conquers for his Ca/zdon : C 
That heppy Wife prevail'd , why ſhould notI2 | 
* But you that Title, and my Power deny - l 


Title and Power, and all ambitious ſtrife. 1 


I 


Of being call'd your Miſtris, or your Wife, 


I quietly lay down ; but I muſt have 


This Claim allow'd, to be your faithful Slave. 
I by thoſe dread, ill-cover'd Aſhes ſwear, 
(Alas their Tomb Lyrneſian Ruins are) 

Of my dead Spouſe, and by each Sacred Ghoſt 
Of my three Brothers, honourably loſt, 


Who for, and with their Country bravely fell ; 
By all, that's awful both in Heav'o, and Hell. | 
And 
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And laſt of all by thine own Head, and mige, 
Whom Love, though parted now, did ſometimes 
That I preſerve my Faith entirc,and chaſt;* J0yYn, 
'g, | That I no foraign love, or pleaſure taſte; 


That no aſperſion can my Honour touch ; 


O / that Achilles toocould fay as much / 
» [Some think he mourns for me ; But others ſay, 
In Loves ſoft joyes he melts his hours away ; | 
That ſome new Miſtris with C:zrcean Charms 
blas lockt him up in her laſcivious arms , 
\nd ſo transform'd from what he was before, 
That he will fight for Greece or Me no more. 
he Trumpet now to the ſoft Lute muſt yield, 
To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field. 
1 | e whom of late Greece, as her Mars,ador'd, 
e, on whoſe Maſlie Spear,and glittering Sword 
The Fates, and Death did wait, that mighty Man 
[Now weilds a Busk, and brandiſheth a Fan. 
And | Avert 
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Avertit Heaven ! can he be only brave 
To waſt my Country, not his own to ſave ? | 
And when his Arms my Family mow'dfdown, 
Loſt he his ſting, and ſo became a Drone ? 
Ah' cure theſe fears ;; and let me have the Pride, | / 
To ſee your Javelin fixt in HeFor's ſide, $ 
O / that the Grociaus would ſend me to try, d 
If I could make your ſtubborn heart comply : ÞI 
Few words I'd uſe, all ſhould be ſighs, and tears, 

And looks, and kiſſes,}mixt with hopes,and fears: 


My Love like lightningthrow myEyes ſhould fly, 


fndthaw the Ice,which round your heart does lie: W 
Sometimes my Arms about your neck I'd throw; 
And then embrace your knees, and humbly bow: 
There is more Eloquence in tears, and kiſſes, 
Than in the ſmooth Harangues of ſly T/lyſſes : 
That noifie Rhetorick of a twanging tongue, 


Scrves but to Iug the heavy Crowd along: bu 
Butf 
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But Souls with Souls ſpeak only by the Eye, 


And at thoſe Windows one-another ſpie : 
Thus, then your Mother Sea rais'd with the wind 
More fierce, I would compoſe your ſtormy mind ; 

le, F And my Love fhining on my tears, that flow, 
Shculd make a Rainbow, and fair weather ſhow. 
So dreams my Love. Ah ! come, that I may try, 
If I can tura my Dream to Prophecie : 

7, [So may your Pyyrus live to equalize 

rs: His Grandftre's years, his Fathers Victories. 

ly, FLet me no longer pin'd in abſence lie ; 

lie: {Rather than live withour you, let me de ; 


W;ÞMy heart's already cold, and Death do's ſpread 


w: His livid paleneſs o're my lively red. 
My life hangs only on the ſlender hope, 
hat your reviving Love your rage will ſtop. 
[that ſhou'd fail, let me not linger on, 
ut let that Sword (to mine ab / too well known) 
Put R Me 
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Me to my Brothers, and my Husband ſend 
Your hand began, your hand the work muſt end. 
But why ſuch Cruelty ? come then, and ſave 
Afﬀicted Greece, and me your humble Slave. 

How much more decently might you employ 

Your il[-ſpent Rage againſt Neptunian Troy / 

Then furl yourSails,once more yourAnchors caſt; | 
Leave not your Country, nor your Honour blaſt. | 
But go, or ſtay ; with you I ought to move, 

Made yours by Right of War, and Right of Love. | 


|DEIANIRA 
HERCULES | 


i fl — ND 4 RY NE 
The ARGUMENT. 


Deianira having heard that Hercules was fallen 

e. | #in Love with ole a Captive ; and at the ſams# 

time that he was dying by a poiſoned Shirt 

foe had preſemed him with, and had beet 

| fold would yecover a loft affeftion: betwext 

diſdain and anger for Toys þ and grief and 

deſpair for the latter, ſhe writes the follow- 
ing Lines to her Husband, 


ll 


This unexpeRed News ſoon flew to me, 


Me pleas'd with the ſucceſs yout Valout gave, 
But grieve the Victor is his Captives ſlave; 


\nd with your former Life does ill agree. 
R = Eon 
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Continual Action, nor yet 7uno's Hate, 

Ne're hurt whom Tole does Captivate 
Euryſtheus this, this did Zoves Wife deſign, 
Laugh at your weakneſs, and theſe tears of mine; 
But Fupzter hop'd better things, when he 

To make this Hero, made one night of three. 
Venus has hurt you more by her ſoft Charms, 
Than angry J«n0 that Employs your Arms ; 

She by depreſſing you, rais'd you the more, 

The other treads on you, whom you adore. 
You'vefreed theWorld from troublers ofmankind, 
All things f ubmit to your Heroick mind : 

You make the Seas ſecure, the Earth have reſt, 
Your mighty Name fills both the Eaſt and Weſt. | 


Heaven, that muſt bear you, You did bear before, 


| When weary Atlas did your aid Implore. 

Yet for all this, the greater 1s your ſhame, 
If with mean AQts you ſtain your Glorious Name, 
6 Det You 


» —— 
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You kill'd two Serpents with your Infant hand, 
Which then deferv'd Joves Scepterto Command. 
Your laſt deeds differ from your firſt ſucceſs, 

The Infant makes the Man appear the leſs. 

No Savage Beaſts, nor feircer Enemies, PIR 
Cou'd Conquer him, whom Love does now ſur. 
Some think my Marriage a great Happineſs, 
Being Joves Daughter, Wife of Hercules ; 

But as Extreams do very ill agree, 

The Greatneſs of my Hvsband leſſens me : 
This ſeeming Honour gives a mortal wound : 
{Amongſt our Equalls Happineſs is found - 

At home in quiet they their Lives enjoy ; 


Tumults, and Wars,do all his hours employ : 


his Abſence makes me ſo unfortunate, 
{ buy your Glory at too dear a rate; 
weary Heaven with Vows and Sacrifice, 
eaſt you ſhould fall by Beaſts, or Enemies. 
"ON 
R 2 When 
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When you aſſault a Lyon, or Wild Boar, 

You hazard much, but I ſtill hazard more. 

Srange Drearns and Viſions ſet before mine Eyes, 

Ti.e dangers that attend your Victories. 

Unhappy I to vain Reports give Ear, s 

Then vainly hope, and then as vainly fear. 

Your abſent :Mother bluſhes ſhe-pleas'd Joe, 

Amphitryos abſent, and the Son you love. 

I ſee Eryſtheus has contriv'd your Fate, 

And will make uſe of Funo's reſtleſs hate. 

This I could bear, did you love none but me, 

But you are Amorous of all you ſee. 

Yet Omphale does now enrage me more, 

Than all the Beauties you admir'd before, 

MeandersStreams have ſeen thoſe ſhoulderswear 

Rich Chains, that Heay'n as 8 ſmall weight 
did bear, 


But 


= — 
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But were you not aſhamed to behold (with Gold, 
Thoſe Arms weigh'd down with Jewels, and 
+s, | That made the firce Newean Lyon die, 
And wore his Skin to ſhew the Vidtory ? 
When like a Woman you did drefs your hair, 
Lawrelhad been for you a fitter wear. 
As Wanton Maids, you thought it was no ſhame 
To wear a Saſh to pleaſe your haughty Dame. | 
Fierce DFomedes was not in your mind, 
That fed his bloody Horſes with mankind ; 
Did but Buſer:- ſee this ſtrange diſguiſe, 
The conquer'd would the Conquerour deſpiſe. 
| Anteus would retreive his Captive State, 
| And ſcorna Vitor ſo Effeminate, 
ar {Among the Gyec;ar Virgins you ſit down, 
he (4nd ſpin, and tremble at a Womans frown; - 
[A Diſtaffe, no: a Scepter fills that Hand, 
That Conquer'd all things, and did al'Command. 
R 4 Then 
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Thea in her preſence you do trembling ſtand, 


tt 


Atid fear a blow as death, from her fair hand : 
And to regain her Favour you reveal 
Thoſe plorioousAtions you ſhould then conceal. 
How you that ſtrange and fruitful Serp:nt ſlew, 
That by his wounds more fierce & ſtronger grew. 
How when you fought, you never loſt the field, 
But made great Kings and crue! Monſters yield, 
And can you boaſt or think of things fo grear, 
' Now you wear Silks, and are with Jewels ſet ? 
Theſe Actions and that Garb do diſagree, 
So ſoft a dreſs do's pive your tongue the lie. 
Your Miſtreſs too puts on your Conqu'ring Arms, Þ 
And makes you ſtoopto hermorepow'rfulCharnis; Þ 
She wears your Robes to ſhew her Vidtory, | 
And is, what you once thought your ſelf to be. 
Your glorious Conqueſt, and Illuſtrious Fame, 
Give her Renown, but you Eternal Shame. 
All 


\S, 


is. | 
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All is to her, by whom you'r conquer'd, due ; 

Go now and brag of what remains to you. 

Ist not a ſhame, that. her foft Arms ſhould bear 
The £yons rugged Skin you once did wear? 
Theſe Spoils are not the Lyons but your own, 
The Beaſt you Conquer'd, you ſhe Overcome, 
She takes your Club up in her feeble hand, 

And in her Glaſs ſhe learns how to Command, 


All this I heard : yet I could not believe -- 


| The ſad report, which cauſes me to grieve. 
| Your Jole is brought before my face, 

I muſt be Witneſs of my own diſgrace. 
Whilſt I refle& on my unhappy Fate, 


She makes her Entry in the Town in State 


| Not as a Captive with her hair unbound, 
Þ Nor her dejetedEyes fixt on the Ground ; 


| But coyer'd o're with Jewels, and with GolJ,' 


fs Phryzta once did Hercules behold ; 


And 


"_ 
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And ſalutes all with as much Majeſty, 

As if her Fatber had the Victory. 

Perhaps to leave me is defign'd by you, 
True to your Miſtreſs, to your Wife untrue. 
You'l be Divorc't from me, and Marry her, 


The Conquer'd mult obey the Conquerour. 


This fear torments me more than all the reſt, 


And as a Dagger, wounds my troubled Breaſt. 
Lkne w the time when you did love me more, 
Than any ſhe whom you donow adore. / 
But oh ! as Iam writing, the news flies, 


That by a poiſon'd Shirt my Husband dies. 


What have I done, whither has Love drove me? | 


Is Love the Authour of ſuch crueltie ? 
Shall my dear Hercules endure this pain, 
AndT, the unhappy Cauſe, alive remain ? 
My Tithe to him, by my Death Ile prove, 


And ſurely Death's an Argument of Love, | 
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| I] 


— 
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** Pn it Idipt the Shirt, *twas but to try : 
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| Meleager will a Siſter find in me : 
Shall Deianira be afraid to die? 

Unhappy Houſe / Uſurpers fill the Throne, 
Whilſt the true Soveraign is eſteem'd by none. 
One Brother waſts his Life in foreign Lands, | 
[Theother periſh'd by his Mothers hands, | 
Who on her ſelfreveng'd the Crime : Then why 
Should Deranirabe afraid todie ? 
| Only this thing I beg wit h my laſt breath, = 
Not to believe that I defign'd your death. 

{ As ſoon as you ſtruck Neſ#s with your Dart, 


His blood, he ſaid, would Charm a ſtraying heart. 


o Deianira make, make haft todie. 

| Adieu my Father, Sifter too adicu / 
; Adienu my Country, and my Brother too / 
|Farewel this light, the laſt that I (hall ſee, 

Hyllus farewel, my Dear I come to Thee. 
ACON- 


ACONTIUS 
CY DIPPE. 


M* R. DUKE, 


— 


The ARGUMENT. 


Acontius in the Temple of DianaatDelos,(famors | 
for thereſortof the moſt BeautifulVirgins - all | 
Greece) fell in Love with Cydippe, a Lady | 
of Quality much above his own; not daring 
therefore to Court her openly, he found this 
_ fo ne her ; Ly writes upon the | 

aireft Apple that could be procured, a couple 
+ Perks workis effett, a” FEET \ 


« I ſwear by chaſt D7ana, T will be 
*« In Sacred Wedlock ever Joyn'd to Thee] 


and 
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- to anothey, juſt as the Solemnities of —_— 


KRead it; ſo may that violent Diſeaſe, - 


Which thy dear body, but my ſoul dot h ſeife, 


— —_ 


and throws tt at the feet of the young Ladie. 
She ſuſpeting not the deceit takes it up, and 
reads it, and therein promiſes her ſelf in 
Marriage to Acontius; there being a Law 
there im force, that whateuer any perſon 
ſhould ſwear in the Temple of Diana of De- 
los, ſhould fand good and be inviolably ob- 
ſerved. But her Father not knowing what had 
pait, and having not long after promiſed her 


were to be perform'd, (he was taken with g 


 ſuddain and violent Feavour, which Aconti- 


us endeavours to perſwade her was ſent 
from Diana, as a puniſhment of the breach of 
the Vow made in her preſence. And this, 
with the yeſt of the Arguments which on ſuch 
an occaſion would occur to a Lover, is the 


| Subjett of the following Epiitle. 


(more, 


R Ead boldly this; here you ſhall Swear no 
" 


For that's enough which you have Sworn 
| (before, 


Forget its too long practis'd Crueltie, 


And health to you reſtore, and you to me. 


Why 
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Why do you bluſh ? for bluſh you do, I fear, 
As when you firſt did in the Temple Swear : 


Truth to your plighted Faith is allI claim ; ] 
And truth can never be the cauſe of ſhame. / 
Shame lives with guilt,but you your virtue prove þ 
In favouring mine, for mine's a Husbands love. |! 
Ah ! to your ſelf thoſe binding words repeat 
Thatonce yourwiſhingEyes ev'nlong'd tomeet, 
Whenth*Apple brought'emdancingto yourfeet. 
There you will find the Solemn Vow you made, 
Which,ifyourhealth,or mine can oughtperſwade, 
You to perform ſhould rather mindful be, 

Than great Dana to, revange on Thee. 

My fears for you encreaſe with my deſire, 

And Hope blows that already raging fire ; 

For hope you gave ; nor can you this deny, 


For the great Goddeſs of the Fane was by ; 


She 
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® She was, and heard, & from her hallowed Shrine | 
A ſuddain kind Auſpicious light did ſhine. | 
Her Statue ſeem'd to nod its awful head, | 
And give its glad conſent to what you ſaid ; 


ve | Now, if you pleaſe, accuſe my proſperous cheat, 


+ Yet ſtill confeſs*twas Love that taught me it. 


In that deceit what did I elſe deſign, 
. \ But with your own conſent to make you mine ? 


What you my Crime, I call my Innocence, 


Since Loving you has been my ſole offence. 


Nor nature gave me, nor has practice taught 

The Nets with which young Virgins hearts are 

\ . Ceaught. 
ou my accuſer taught me to deceive, 

nd Love,with you, did his aſſiſtance give; 


or Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write 


The cunning words he did himſelf indite : 
Kean, you ſee I write by his Command, 

guides my Pen,and rules my willing hand, 
hel Again 
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Again ſuch kind, ſuch loving words I ſend, -- 
As makes me fear that I again offend, 

Yet if my Love's my Crime, I muſt canfeſs, 
Great is my Guilt, but never ſhall be leſs. 

Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new paths to reach thy Love; 

A thouſand waies to that ſteep Mountain lead, : / 
Tho hard to find,.and difficult to tread. 

All theſe will I and out and break through all, 
For with my Flames compar'd, the danger's {a1all, 
The Gods alone know what the end will be, 
Yet if we Mortals any thing forcſee, 

One way or other you muſt yield tome. 

If all my Arts ſhould fail, to Arms Te fly, 
And ſnatch by force what you my Prayers deny ; 
I all thoſe Heroes mighty Ads applaud, 
Who firſt have led me this Itluſtrious Road, 


dh, 


F ; 


| With all the reſt that is deny'd to fight; 
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[ too-. but hold, death the reward will be, 
Death be it then 


For to looſe you is more than death to me, 


Were youleſs fair, I'd uſe the vulgar way 

Ot tedious Courtſhip, and of dull delay. 

But thy bright form kiridles more eager fires, 
And ſomething wondrous, as it ſclf, Inſpires ; 
Thoſe Eyes that all the Heavenly lights outſhine, 
(Which Oh/may'ſt thou behold, & love in mine) 
Thoſe ſnowy Arms, which on my neck ſhould fall, 
It you the Vows you made, regard at all, 
That modeſt ſweetneſs, and becoming Grace, 


That paints with living red your bluſhing face, 


| Thoſe feer with which they only can compare, 


That through the Silver flood bright Theris bear: 


Do all conſpire my madneſs to excite, 
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Which couldI praile, alike I then were bleſt 


And all the ſtorms of my vex'd ſoul at reſt. 


No wonder then if with ſuch Beauty fir'd, 
I of your Love the Sacred pledge deſir'd. 


Rage now and be as angry as you will, 1 
Your very frowas all other ſmiles excel : 
But give me leave that anger to appeaſe, | ' 
By my ſubmiſſion, that my Love did raiſe. L 
Your pardon proſtrate at your feet I'le crave, | ( 
The humble poſture of your guilty Slave, | [ 
With falling tears your fiery rage Ile cool, [ 


Andlay the riſing tempeſt of your ſoul. 
Why in my abſence are you thus ſevere ? | 
f 


Summon'd at your Tribunal to appear, 


| 
With pride whatever you inflict receive, ; 
And !lovethe wounds thoſe hands vouchſafe to 


[ 

Y 

J1 

For all my Crimes, I'd gladly ſuffer there, | \ 
t 

F, 

g1VEC. I 
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Your Fetters t00---But they alas are vain, 

For Love has boynd me, and I hug my Chzin. 
| Your hardeſt Laws with patience Ile obey, 
| Till you your ſelt at laſt relent and ſay, | 
| When all my ſufferings you with pity ſee, 
| He that can love ſo well, is yorthy me. 
But if all this ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 
| Diana claims for me your promis'd love; 
O may my fears be falſe / yet ſhe delights 
| {In juſt revenge of her abuſed Rites, 

T Dread to hide, what yet to ſpeak I dread, 

| Leaſt you ſhould think that for my ſelf I plead. 


; Yet out it muſt,--*tis this, 'Tis ſurely this, 


That is the fuel to your hot diſeaſe : 

| When waiting Hymen at your Porch attends, 
2 Her fatal Mefſenger the Goddeſs ſends. 

Z 


” And when you would to his kind call conſent, 


This Feavour does your perjury prevent. 
ur Sz For- 
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Forbear, forbear thus to provoke her rage, 


Which you ſo cafily may yet aſwage. 
 Forbear to make that lovely charming face 
The prey to every envious diſeaſe : | | 
Preſerve thoſe looks to be enjoy*d by me, | 
Which none ſhould ever but with wonder ſee : | 
Let that freſh colour to your cheeks return, 
Whoſe glowing flame did all beholders burn. | 
F 


But let on him, th* unhappy cauſe of all 


T he ills that from Dana's anger fall, = | 
No greater torments light than thoſc 1 feel, IT 
When you my deareſt, tendreſt part are ill. iy 


For oh / with what dire Tortures am TI wrackt, 


s 
7 
; 
þ 
- 
i 
9. 


Whom different griefs ſucceſſively diſtract / 


Sometimes my grief from this do's higher grow; 


To think that.I have caus'd ſo much to.you. 


Then, great Diana's witneſs, how I pray, 


That all our Crimes on me alone ſhe'd lay / 


Some- f 
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Sometimes to your loy'd doors diſguis'd I come, 


| And all around'em ap and down I roam. 

| Till your Woman coming from you ſpy, I 

| With looks dejected, and a weeping eye. | 

| With ſilent ſteps, like ſome ſad Ghoſt I ſteal 

' Cloſeupto her, and urge her to reveal | 
More than new queſtions ſuffer her to tell ; 

' How you had ſlept, what dyet you had us'd ? 

{And oft the vain Phiſicians art accus'd. 

He every hour( Oh, were I blz:ſt as he / ) 

; Do's all the turns of your Diſtemper ſee ; 

[Why fitnot I by your Bed ſide all day, 


t, | y mournful head in your warm boſom lay, 


JTill with my tears the inward fires decay ? 
Wn 


hy preſs not I your melting hand in mine, 


HAnd from your pulſe of my own health divine? 
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But oh/ theſe wiſhes all are vain; and He 
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Whom moſt Tfear, may now ſitcloſe by Thee, 
Forgetful as thou art of Heaven andÞme. 

He that lov'd handdo's preſs, and oft do's feign 
Some new excuſe to feel thy beating vein. 
Then his bold hand up to your arm do's ſhde, 
And in your panting Breaſt it ſelf do's hide ; 
Kitſes ſometimes he ſnatches too from Thee, 
For his officious care too great a Fee. 

Robber, who gave Thee leave'totalt that lip, 
And the ripe harveſt of my kiſles reap ? 

For they arc mine, fo is that boſonytoo, 

Which falſe as *tis, ſhall/ never harbour You. 
Take, take away thoſe thy Adulterous hands, 
For know another Lord that breaſbCommands. 
'Tis true, Her Father promis'd het to' Thee, 

But Heaven nd ſhe firſt gave her ſelf to me. 
And yeu in Tuſtice therefore ſhould decline 


Youg 
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Your claim to that which 1s already mine. ] 


This is the man, Cydippe, that excites 


WP MY Vw | 


D1anas rage, to vindicate ker Rites. 


Command him then not to approach thy door, 


—_ 


This done, the danger of your deaths o're. 

For fear not, Beauteous Maid, but keep thy Vow, 
Which great Dzana heard, and did allow. 

And ſhe who took it, will thy health reſtore, 
And be propitious as ſhe was before. 

«Tis not the ſteam of a ſlain Hezrfers blood, 

« Than can allay the anger of a God. 

«Tis truth, and Juſtice to our Vows, appeaſe 

« Their angry Deities, and without theſe, 

* No flavghter'd Beaſt their fury can divert ; 


« For that's a Sacrifice without a Heart, 


Some. bitter Potions patiently endure, 
cure; 
And kiſs the wounding Lance that works their 


You have no need theſe cruel cures to fcel, 
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Shun being perjur'd only, and be well, 


1 
Why let you ſtill your pious Parents weep, / 
Whom you in ign'rance of your promiſe keep - ( 
Oh / to your Mother all our Story tell, \ 


And the whols-progreſs of our Love reveat : 


Tel! Her how'firſt at great Dianas Shrine, 


I fixt my eyes, my wondring eyes on thige. 
How like the Statues there, { ſtood amaz'd, 
Whilſt on thy face intemp'rately I gaz'd. 4 


She will her ſelt when you my tale repeat, 4 
Smile, and approve the Amorous deceit. h 
Marry,ſhe'll ſay, whomHeaven commendsto thee, 
He who has pleas'd Dana, pleaſes me. 

But ſhould ſhe ask from what deſcent I came, 

My Country, and my Parents, and my name, 
Tell her that none of theſe deſerve my ſhame; 
Had you not ſworn, you ſuch a one might chooſe; 


But were hc worſe, now ſworn, vou can't refuſe, 


Tis 
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This in my dreams D/ana Bad me write,... 


And when I wak'd, ſent, (pps to indite : 


Obey 'emboth, ſor one has wounded me, 


Which wound if you with eyes of pity ſee, 


She too will ſoon relent that wounged Thee. 
Then to our joys with eager haſt we'll move, 
As full of Beauty you, as I of Love. 
To the great Temple we'll in Triumph go, 
And with our Offerings at the Altar Bow. 
A Golden Image there I'le Conſecrate, 
Of the falſe Apples innocent deceit ; . 

, | And write below the happy Verſe that came, . 
The Meſienger of my ſucceſsful flame ; 

> | © Ectallthe World this from Acontius know, 


, | © Cydzppe has been faithful to her Vow, 


) | More I could write, but ſince thy illaeſs reigns, 
And wracks thy tender limbs with ſharpeſt pains, 
My Pen falls down for fear, leſt this might be 


Altho ſor me too little, yet too much for Thee. 
CYDIPPE 
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CYDIPPE Her ANSWER 
To 

Av N. Tet < 

By Mr. BUTLER. 


J* ſilent Fear read your Letter ore ; 
Leaſt TI ſhon'd Swear as I had done before / 


LL 


Nor hadT read, but thatT fear'd t'engage 

By my neglect the peviſh Goddeſs Rage : 

In vain I deck her Shrine, her Rites attend, 
The partial Goddeſs ſtill remains your Friend, 
A Virgin rather ſhou'd a Virgin Aid, 

But where I ſeek ReliefI am betray'd / 

T languiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſeaſe 

As yetlies hid, no Medicine gives me Eaſe. 

In how much pain doT this Letter write 

To my weak Hand: my ficklier Thoughts indite: 
What anxious fear alas afidts me too, 


Leaſt any but my truſty Nurſe ſhou'd know ! 
{ 


By a 3} 


is 
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To gain me time to write, the'door ſhe keeps, 

And whiſpering tells the Viſieants, She Sleeps. 

Worſe IltsT coutd not for 'y6ur ſake ſuſtain, 

Tho you had merit equa to my Pain. 

Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare; 

I had been happy had I ſeem'd leſs Fair : 

Whilſt with your Rival you contend to raiſe 

My Beauty's Fame, F periſh by your Praiſe : 

Whilſt neither will admit the others Claim, 

The Chaſe is hinder'd,and both'miſs the Game. 
My Nuptial day draws on, my Parents preſs 

The Sacred'Rights, my blooming years no leſs. 

But whilſt glad Hymen at my door attends, 

GrimDeath waits nearto fore@me from hisHands. 

Some call my Sickneſs Chance, and ſome pretend 

The Gods this Lett to croſs my Nuptials ſend ; 

Whilſt by ſeverer Cenſure youare gheſt, 


By Philtra's, tohave wrought upon my Breaſt. 
It 
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If then your love ſuch miſchief can create, 

W hat Miſerie is reſerv'd for her you Hate / 
Wow'd I to Delos nere had found the way, 

At leaſt not found it on that fatal Day / 

Whenin our Port our Anchors firſt we weigh'd, 

Th' unwilling Veſſel Rill th Harbour ſtaid ; 

Twice did croſs windsbeat back our flaggingSails, 

Said I,croſs winds?no/thoſe were profprousGales! 

Thoſe winds alone blew fair, that back convey'd 

Our Slip, and thoſe that oft our Paſlage ſtay'd. 

Yet Ito ſee fam'd Delos am in pain, 

And fondly of each hindring blaſt complain. 

By Tenos I{lz, and Mycone we Steer'd, 

At laſt fair Delos winding Clifts appear'd ; 

And guch I fear leſt now the Fairy Shore, 

Shou'd vaniſh, as 'tis ſaid thave done before. - 

At night we Land, ſoon as the day return'd 

My platted Treſles are with Gemms adorn'd. 

| Then 
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Then to attend the Sacred Rites we go, 


And pious Incenſe on each Altar throw, 


My Parents there at their Devotion ſtay ; 
My Nurſe and through all the Temple firay: 
We view eachCourt,& each freſh wonder brings; 
Picures, and Statues, Gifts of Ancient Kings. 
But whilſt into theſe Rarities I pry'd, 
+ | I am my ſelfby fly Acontizs ſpy'd. 
1 | Thenceto the inmoſt Temple we remove, 
The place that ſhould a SanQuuary prove, * 
Yet there I find the Apple with this Rhime— 
Ah/ me, I'de-like to have Sworn the ſecondtime! 
The Name of Wedlock I no fooner read, 
(ſpread. 
But through my. Cheeks a troubled bluſh was 
Why didſt Thou Cheat an unſuſpe@ting Maid? 


I ſhou'd have been entreated, not betray'd : 


Is then the Goddeſs bound to take thy part ? 
And ratifie aa Oath without the Heart? 


The 
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The Will Conſents, but that was Abſent There ; 

I read indeed the Oath, but did not Swear. 

Yet cannot I deny that I ſuſpect 

D:ianas Rage this Sickneſs do's infli; 

Glad Hymen thrice did to our Courts repair, 

Thrſte frighted fled to find Death planted there, 

ThinCov'rings on my FeaveriſhLimbs are ſpread, 

My Parents mourn me as already Dead. 

What have I done to merit this diſtreſs, 

That read but words whoſefraud Icou'dnot gheſs' 

DoThou,ev'inThoufromwhommy ſuffringsſpring, 

T*appeaſe the GoddeſsRage thine Offringsbring, 

When will thoſe Hands that writ the fatalRhime, 

Bear Incenſe to remove my Pain, thy Crime / 
Nor think that thy rich Rival tho'allow'd 

To Viiity is of greater Favours proud. 

By me he fits, but till juſt diſtance keeps, 

Reſtleſs as I, Talks ſeldom, often weeps ; 


Bluſhing 
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Bluſhing he takes a Kiſs, and leaves a Tear, 
And once his Courage ſerv*d to Cry---My Dear, 
But from his Arms ſtyl by Degrees I creep, 


And to prevent Diſcourſe pretend to ſleep. 

He finds,but wou'd his ſenſe o'th ſlight diſguile, 

He checks his Tongue, butchidesme with his yes, 

With grief he waſts,and I with Feavours pine, 

'Tis we that ſuffer, but th'Offence was Thine. 
You write for leave to come and ſee s Here, | 

+ | Yet know your former V iſit coſt me Dear. 

Why wouldf thou hither come,thou caaſt but ſee | 

The double Trophies of thy Cruelty. 

My fleſh conſum'd, my Cheeks of bloodleſs Hue, | 

Such as I once did in thy Apple view, | 


Shou'dſtſce me now thou woud'ſt repentthycheat, 
Nor think me worth ſuch exquiſite Deceit; 


To Delos back with greater haſt wou'dſt go, 
And beg the Goddeſs to releaſe my Vow, 


—_— — 


—_—_— _w__ 
—— 


On new deſigns thy fancy would'ſt employ, 
Contrive new Oathsthe former to deſtroy. 

No Means have been omitted to procure 
My health, but flill my Feav'riſh Fits emfure, 
We ask'd the Oracle what caus'd my Pains ? 
The Oracle of broken Vows complains -/ 
The Gods them(ſclves on your behalf declare ? 
What haſt thou done to merit this their Care ? 
and I atlaſt incline, . 
| ( Mine, 
Since that Thou art their Choice, 'to make Thee 
Already to my Mother P've dedatf'd, - 
How by your Cunning Thavebeen enſnar'd. 
I've done, arid what I have already faid, 
I fear is more than will become a Maid. 


My Thoughts are now confus'd, and'can indite 


But fo it 15 


No mote; my feeble hand no more can write. 

Nor need |-more ſubſcribe, but this, Be True! 

And ( ſince it muſt beſo ) my Dear Adies. 
F-4 :M | I -* 
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